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DEDICATION. 


TO    THE 

NOBLEMEN  AND  GENTLEMEN 

OF   THE 

CALEDONIAN      HUNT, 

My  Lords,  and  Gentlemen, 

^  SCOTTISH  Bard,  proud  of  the  name,  and 
whofe  highejl  ambition  is  to  fing  in  his 
Countrf  s  Jervice,  where  /ball  he  Jo  properly 
look  for  patronage  as  to  the  illuflrious  names  of 
his  native  Land;  thofe  who  bear  the  honours 

an.7 


(     vi    ) 

and  inherit  the  virtues  of  their  Ancejlors  f- — 
The  Poetic  Genius  of  my  Country  found  ?ne,  as 
the  prophetic  bard  Elijah  did  Eli/ha — at  the 
plough ;  and  threw  her  infpiring  mantle  over 
me.  She  bade  mejing  the  loves,  the  joys,  the 
rural  fcenes  and  rural  pleafures  of  my  natal 
Soil,  in  my  native  tongue :  I  tuned  my  wild, 
artlefs  notes,  as  Jhe  infpired. — She  whifpered 
me  to  come  to  this  ancient  metropolis  of  Caledo- 
nia, and  lay  my  Songs  under  your  honoured 
protection  :  1  now  obey  her  dictates. 

Though  much  indebted  to  your  goodnefs, 
I  do  not  approach  you,  my  Lords  and  Gentle- 
men, in  the  ufual  Jlile  of  dedication,  to  thank 
yeu  for  pajl  favours  ;  that  path  is  fo  hack- 
neyed by  proflituted  Learning,  that  honefl  Ruf- 
ticity  is  ajhamed  of  it. — Nor  do  I prefent  this 
Addrefs  with  the  venal  foul  of  a  ftrvile  ^iu- 
tbor,  looking  for  a  continuation  of  thofe  fa- 
vours : 


(    vii     ) 

vows :  I  was  bred  to  the  Plough,  and  am  in- 
dependant.  I  come  to  claim  the  common  Scot* 
tijl)  name  with  you,  my  illuflrious  Countrymen  ; 
and  to  tell  the  world  that  I  glory  in  the  title, — 
i"  come  to  congratulate  my  Country,  that  the 
blood  of  her  ancient  heroes  Jlill  runs  unconta- 
minated  ;  and  that,  from  your  courage,  know- 
ledge, and  public  fpirit,  JJie  may  expecl  pro- 
teclion,  wealth,  and  liberty. — In  the  laft  place, 
I  come  to  proffer  my  warmejl  wi/hes  to  the 
Great  Fountain  of  honour,  the  Monarch  of  the 
Univcrfe,  for  your  welfare  and  happinefs. 

When  you  go  forth  to  waken  the  Echoes,  in 
the  ancient  and  favourite  amufement  cf  your 
Forefathers,  may  Pleafure  ever  be  of  your 
party  ;  and  may  Social  joy  await  your  return  ! 
When  harajfed  in  courts  or  camps  with  the 
jujllings  of  bad  men  and  bad  meafures,  may 
the  honefl  confcioufnefs  of  injured  worth  attend 

your 


(   viii  ) 

your  return  to  your  native  Seats  ;  and  ?nay 
Domejiic  happinefs,  with  a  fmiling  welcome, 
meet  you   at  your  gates !      May   corruption 

Jhrink  at  your  kindling  indignant  glance  ;  and 
may  tyranny  in  the  Ruler  and  licentioufnefs 
in  the  People  equally  find  you  an  inexorable 

foe! 

I  have  the  honour  to  he, 

With  the  fine erejl  gratitude  and  highejt 
refpect, 

My  Lords  and  Gentlemen", 

Tour  mofi  devoted  humble  fervant, 

ROBERT    BURNS. 

Edinburgh,  ? 
April  4.  17870 
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TWA    DOGS, 


A 

TALE. 


A  WAS  in  that  place  o'  Scotland's  ifle, 

That  bears  the  name  o'  Auld  King  Coil, 

Upon  a  bonie  day  in  June, 

When  wearing  thro'  the  afternoon, 

Twa  dogs  that  were  na  thrang  at  harne, 

Forgathered  ance  upon  a  time. 

Vol.  I.  A  The 
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The  firit  I'll  name,  they  ca'd  him  Cafar, 
Was  keepit  for  his  Honor's  pleafure  ; 
His  hair,  his  fize,  his  mouth,  his  lugs, 
Shew'd  he  was  nane  o'  Scotland's  dogs, 
But  whalpit  fome  place  far  abroad, 
Whare  failors  gang  to  fiili  for  Cod. 

His  locked,  ietter'd,  braw  brafs  collar ; 
Shew'd  him  the  gentleman  and  fcholar  ; 
But  tho'  he  was  o'  high  degree, 
The  fient  a  pride  na  pride  had  he, 
But  wad  hae  fpent  an  hour  careffin, 
Ev'n  wi'  a  tinkler-gypfey's  meffin  : 
At  kirk  or  market,  mill  or  fmiddie, 
Nae  tawted  tyke,  tho'  e'er  fae  duddie, 
But  he  wad  ftan't,  as  glad  to  fee  him, 
And  ftroan't  on  flanes  and  hillocks  wi'  him. 

The  tither  was  a  ploughman's  collie, 
A  rhyming,  ranting,  raving  billie, 

Wha 
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Wha  for  his  friend  and  comrade  had  him, 
And  in  his  freaks  had  Lnnth  ca'd  him, 
After  fome  dog  in  Highland  fang  *, 
Was  made  lang  fyne,  Lord  knows  how  lang. 

He  was  a  gafh  an'  faithful  tyke, 
As  ever  lap  a  fheugh  or  dyke. 
His  honeft,  fonlie,  baws'nt  face, 
Ay  gat  him  friends  in  ilka  place  ; 
His  breaft  was  white,  his  touzie  back 
Weel  clad  wi'  coat  o'  glofly  black ; 
His  gawcie  tail,  wi'  upward  curl, 
Hung  owre  his  hurdies  wi'  a  fwirl. 

Nae  doubt  but  they  were  fain  o'  ither, 
An'  unco  pack  an'  thick  thegither  ; 
Wi'  focial  nofe  whiles  fnuff'd  and  fnowkit 
Whyles  mice  and  moudieworts  they  howkit : 

A  2  Whyles 

*  Cuchullin*s  dog  in  Ofllan's  Fingal. 
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Whyles  fcour'd  awa  in  lang  excurfion. 
An'  worry'd  ither  in  divernon  ; 
Till  tir'd  at  laft  wi'  mony  a  farce, 
They  fat  them  down  upon  their  a — , 
And  there  began  a  lang  digreflion 
About  the  lords  o'  the  creation. 


c  je.  s  A  R. 

I've  aften  wonder'd,  honefl  Luatb, 
What  fort  o'  life  poor  dogs  like  you  have ; 
An'  when  the  gentry's  life  I  faw, 
What  way  poor  bodies  liv'd  ava. 

Our  Laird  gets  in  his  racked  rents, 
His  coals,  his  kain,  and  a'  hisftents: 
He  rifes  when  he  likes  himfel ; 
His  flunkies  anfwer  at  the  bell; 
He  ca's  his  coach ;  he  ca's  his  horfe  : 
He  draws  a  bonie,  filken  purfe 


As 
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As  lang's  my  tail,  whare  thro  the  fteeks, 
The  yellow  lettered  Geordie  keeks. 

Frae  morn  to  e'en  it's  nought  but  toiling", 
At  baking,  roafting,  frying,  boiling  \ 
An'  tho'  the  gentry  firft  are  flechin, 
Yet  ev'n  the  ha'  folk  fill  their  pechan 
With  fauce,  ragouts,  and  fuch  like  trafhtrie, 
That's  little  fhort  o'  downright  waftrie- 
Our  Whipper-in,  wTee,  blallit  wonner, 
Poor,  worthlefs  elf,  it  eats  a  dinner, 
Better  than  ony  tenant  man 
His  Honour  has  in  a'  the  Ian  : 
An'  what  poor  cot- folk  pit  their  painch  in., 
1  own  it's  pad  my  comprehenfion. 

l    u    A   T    H. 

Trowth,   Caefar,  whyles  they're   fafh't  e- 
nough ; 
A  cotter  howkin  in  a  Iheugh, 

A  3  Wi? 
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Wi'  dirty  flanes  biggin  a  dyke, 

Baring  a  quarry,  and  iiclike, 

Himfel,  a  wife,  he  thus  fuftains, 

A  fmytrie  o'  wee  duddie  weans, 

An'  nought  but  his  han'  darg  to  keep 

Them  right  and  tight  in  thack  an'  rape. 

An'  when  they  meet  wi'  fair  difafters, 
Like  lofs  o'  health  or  want  o'  mailers, 
Ye  maift  wad  think,  a  wee  touch  langer, 
An*  they  maun  ftarve  o'  cauld  and  hunger  : 
But  how  it  comes,  I  never  kend  yet, 
They're  maiftly  wonderfu'  contented ; 
An'  buirdly  chiels,  an'  clever  hizzies, 
Are  bred  in  lie  a  way  as  this  is. 

o  jsl  s  A  R. 

But  then  to  fee  how  ye're  negleckit, 
How  huff'd,  and  cufPd,  and  difrefpeckit ! 

L— d 
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L — d,  man,  our  gentry  care  as  little 
For  delvers,  ditchers,  an*  lie  cattle  ; 
They  gang  as  faucy  by  poor  folk, 
As  I  wad  by  a  (linking  brock. 

I've  notie'd,  on  our  Laird's  court-day, 
An'  mony  a  time  my  heart's  been  wae, 
Poor  tenant  bodies,  fcant  o'  cafli, 
How  they  maun  thole  a  factor's  fnafh ; 
He'll  ftamp  an'  threaten,  curfe  and  fvvear, 
He'll  apprehend  them,  poind  their  gear  : 
While  they  maun  flan',  wi'  afpecT:  humble, 
An'  hear  it  a',  an'  fear  and  tremble  ! 

I  fee  how  folk  live  that  hae  riches ; 
But  furely  poor  folk  maun  be  wretches! 


A  4  LUATH 
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L    U    A    T    H. 

They're  nae  fae  wretched's  ane  wad  think; 
Tho'  conftantly  on  poortith's  brink, 
They're  fae  accuftom'd  wi'  the  light, 
The  view  o't  gies  them  little  fright, 

Then  chance  and  fortune  are  fae  guided, 
They're  ay  in  lefs  or  mair  provided  ; 
An'  tho'  fatigu'd  wi'  clofe  employment, 
A  blink  o'  reft's  a  fweet  enjoyment. 

The  dearefl  comfort  o'  their  lives, 
Their  grufhie  weans  an'  faithfu'  wives  ; 
The  prattling  things  are  juft  their  pride. 
That  fweetens  a'  their  fire-fide. 

An'  whyles  twalpennie  worth  o'  nappy  : 
Can  mak  the  bodies  unco  happy  ; 

They 
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They  lay  afide  their  private  cares, 
To  mind  the  Kirk  and  State  affairs ; 
They'll  talk  o'  patronage  and  priefls, 
Wi'  kindling  fury  in  their  breafts, 
Or  tell  what  new  taxation's  comin, 
And  ferlie  at  the  folk  in  Lotion. 

As  bleak-fac'd  Hallowmafs  returns, 
They  get  the  jovial,  ranting  Kirns, 
When  rural  life,  o'  ev'ry  ftation, 
Unite  in  common  recreation  ; 
Love  blinks,  Wit  flaps,  an'  focial  Mirth 
Forge  t's  there's  Care  upo'  the  earth. 

That  merry  day  the  year  begins, 
They  bar  the  door  on  frofty  wins ; 
The  nappy  reeks  wi'  mant'ling  ream, 
And  fheds  a  heart-infpiring  fleam ; 
The  luntin  pipe,  an'  fneefhin  mill, 
Are  handed  round  wi'  right  guid  will ; 

A  s  The 
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The  cantie,  auld  folks,  crackin  croufer 
The  young  ones  ranting  thro'  the  houfe— 
My  heart  has  been  fae  fain  to  fee  thein^ 
That  I  for  joy  hae  barkit  wi'  them. 

Still  it's  owre  true  that  ye  hae  faid, 
Sic  game  is  now  owre  aft  en  play'd  ; 
There's  monie  a  creditable  flock 
O'  decent,  honeft  fawfont  folk, 
Are  riven  out  baith  root  and  branch, 
Some  rafcal's  pridefu'  greed  to  quench,. 
Wha  thinks  to  knit  himfel  the  fafter 
In  favor  wir  fome  gentle  Mafter, 
Wha  ablins  thrang  a  parliamentin, 
For  Britain's  guid;;  his  faul  indentin 

c   je  s   A  R. 

Haith,  lad,  ye  little  ken  about  it ; 
Fcr  Britain's  guid- !  guid'  faith!  I  doubt  it. 

Soy 
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Say  rather  gaun  as  Premiers  lead  him, 
An'  faying  aye  or  no's  they  bid  him  : 
At  Operas  an'  plays  parading, 
Mortgaging,  gambling,  mafquerading  : 
Or  maybe,  in  a  frolic  daft, 
To  Hague  or  Calais  taks  a  waft, 
To  mak  a  rout,  an*  tak  a  whirl, 
To  learn  bon  ton  an*  fee  the  woiT. 

There,  at  Vienna  or   Verfailles, 
He  rives  his  father's  auld  entails  \ 
Or  by  Madrid  he  taks  the  rout, 
To  thrum  guitars  an'  fecht  wi'  nowt ; 
Or  down  Italian  Villa  flartles, 
Wh-re  hunting  amang  groves  o'  myrtles : 
Then  boufes  drumly  German  water, 
To  mak  himfel  look  fair  and  fatter, 
An*  clear  the  confequential  forrows, 
Love-gifts  of  Carnival  Signoras. 

A  6  For 
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For  Britain's  guid'  !  for  her  deftruction  ! 
Wi'  diffipation,  feud  an'  faction! 


L    U    A    T    H. 

Hech  man  !  dear  firs !  is  that  the  gate 
They  wafte  fae  mony  a  braw  eftate  ! 
Are  we  fae  foughten  an'  haras'd 
For  gear  to  gang  that  gate  at  laft. 

O  would  they  flay  aback  frae  courts, 
An'  pleafe  themfels  wi'  countra  fports, 
It  wad  for  ev'ry  ane  be  better, 
The  Laird,  the  Tenant,  an'  the  Cotter  ! 
For  thae  frank,  rantin,  ramblin  billies, 
Fient  haet  o'  them  's  ill  hearted  fellows; 
Except  for  breakin  o'  their  timmer, 
Or  fpeaking  lightly  o'  their  Limmer, 
Or  fhootin  o'  a  hare  or  moorcock,- 
The  ne'er-a-bit  they're  ill  to  poor  folk. 


But 
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But  will  ye  tell  me,  mailer  Cafar, 
Sure  great  folk's  life's  a  life  o'  pleafure  ? 
Nae  cauld  nor  hunger  e'er  can  fleer  them, 
The  vera  thought  o't  need  na  fear  them* 

C    JE.    S    A    R. 

L — d,  man,  were  ye  but  whyles  wharelani; 
The  gentles  ye  wad  ne'er  envy  'em. 

It's  true,  they  need  na  ftarve  or  fvveat, 
Thro'  winter's  cauld,  or  Simmer's  heat  ; 
They've  nae  fair  wark  to  craze  their  banes, 
An'  fill  auld  age  wi'  grips  an'  granes  ; 
But  human  bodies  are  lie  fools, 
For  a'  their  colleges  and  fchools, 
That  when  nae  real  ills  perplex  them, 
They  mak  enow  themfels  to  vex  them ; 
An9  ay  the  lefs  they  hae  to  fturt  them, 
In  like  proportion,  lefs  will  hurt  them. 
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A  country  fellow  at  the  pleugh, 
His  acre's  till'd  he's  right  eneugh ; 
A  country  girl  at  her  wheel, 
Her  dizzen's  done,  fhe's  unco  weel  : 
But  Gentlemen,  an*  Ladies  warlt, 
Wi'  ev'n  down  want  o'  wark  are  curfL 
They  loiter,  lounging,  lank,  an'  lazy  ; 
Tho'  deil  haet  ails  them,  yet  uneafy  ; 
Their  days,  infipid,  dull  anT  taftelefs, 
Their  nights,  unquiet,  lang,  and  refliefs, 
An'  ev'n  their  fports,  their  balls  an'  races, 
Their  galloping  thro'  public  places, 
There's  lie  parade,  fie  pomp  an'  art, 
The  joy  can  fcarcely  reach  the  heart. 
The  Men  cad  out  in  party  matches, 
Then  fowther  a'  in  deep  debauches, 
Ae  night,  they're  mad  wi'  drink  an'  wh-ring, 
Nieft  day  their  life  is  pafl  enduring. 
The  Ladies  arm-in-arm  in  clufters, 
As  great  an'  gracious  a'  as  fillers ; 

.But 
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But  hear  their  abfent  thoughts  o'  ither, 
They  're  a'  run  deils  an'  jads  thegither. 
Whyes,  owre  th-e  wee  bit  cup  an'  platie,. 
They  fip  the  fcandal  potion  pretty  ; 
Or  lee-lang  nights,  wi'  crabbit  leuks, 
Pore  owre  the  devil's  pictur'd  beuks ; 
Stake  on  a  chance  a  farmer's  ftackyard, 
An'  cheat  like  ony  unhang'd  blackguard. 

There's  fome  exception,  man  an'  woman  ; 
But  this  is  Gentry's  life  in  common. 

By  this,  the  fun  was  out  o  fight, 
An'  darker  gloamin  brought  the  night : 
The  bum-clock  humm'd  wi'  lazy  drone, 
The  kye  Hood  rowtin  i'  the  loan  ; 
When  up  they  gat  an'  fhook  their  lugst 
Rejoic'd  they  were  na  men  but  dogs  ; 
An'  each  took  afF  his  feveral  way, 
Refolv'd  to  meet  fome  ither  day. 

SCOTCH 
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SCOTCH     DRINK. 


Give  him  Jlrong  drink  until  he  wink* 

That* s  Jinking  in  defpair  ; 
An'  liquor  guid  to  fire  his  bluid, 

That's  prejl  wi'  grief  an1  care: 
There  let  him  boufe,  an'  deep  caroufe, 

Wi'  bumpers  flowing  o'er, 
Till  he  forgets  his  loves  or  debts, 

An'  minds  his  griefs  no  more. 

Solomon's  Proverbs,  xxxi.  6.  7. 


JLiET  other  Poets  raife  a  fracas 
'Bout  vines,  an'  wines,  an'  druken  Bacchus, 
An'  crabbit  names  an'  ftories  wrack  us, 

An'  grate  our  lug> 

I 
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I  fing  the  juice  Scotch  bear  can  mak  us~, 

In  glafs  cr  jug- 

G  thou,  myMufe!  guid,  auld  Scotch  Brink! 
Whether  thro'  wimplin  worms  thou  jink, 
Or,  richly  brown,  ream  owre  the  brink, 

In  glorious  faem, 
Infpire  me,  till  I  lifp  and  wink, 

To  ling  thy  name  ! 

Let  hufky  Wheat  the  haughs  adorn, 
An'  Aitsfet  up  their  awnie  horn, 
An'  Peafe  and  Beans,  at  een  nr  morn, 

Perfume  the  plain, 
Leeze  me  on  thee,  John  Barleycorn, 

Thou  king  o'  grain  ! 

On  thee  aft  Scotland  chows  her  cood, 
In  fouple  fcones,  the  wale  o'  food ! 

Or 
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Or  tumbling  in  the  boiling  flood 

Wi'  kail  an'  beef; 

But  when  thou  pours  thy  ftrong  heart's  blood, 

There  thou  mines  chief. 

Food  fills  the  wame,  an'  keeps  us  livin  , 
Tho'  life's  a  gift  no  worth  receivin, 
When  heavy-dragg'd  wi'  pine  an'  grievin  ; 

But  oil'd  by  thee, 
The  wheels  o'  life  gae  down-hill,  fcrievin  ; 

Wi'  rattlin  glee. 

Thou  clears  the  head  o'  doited  Lear ; 
Thouchears  the  heart  o'  drooping  Care^ 
Thou  firings  the  nerves  o'  Labor  fair, 

At's  weary  toil ; 
Thou  ev'n  brightens  dark  Defpair 

Wi'  gloomy  fmile. 


Aft 
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Aft,  clad  in  mafly,  filler  weed, 
Wi'  Gentles  thou  erects  thy  head  ; 
Yet  humbly  kind,  in  time  o'  need, 

The  poor  man' s  wine  -, 
His  wee  drap  parritch,  or  his  bread, 

Thou  kitchens  fine. 

Thou  art  the  life  o'  public  haunts; 
But  thee,  what  were  our  fairs  and  rants  ? 
Ev'n  godly  meetings  o'  the  faunts^ 

By  thee  infpir'd, 
When  gaping  they  befiege  the  tents, 

Are  doubly  fir'd. 

That  merry  night  wre  get  the  corn  in, 
O  fweetly,  then,  thou  reams  the  horn  in ! 
Or  reekin  on  a  New-year  mornin 

In  cog  or  bicker, 
An1  juft  a  wee  drap  fp'ritual  burn  in, 

An'  gufly  fucker ! 

When 
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When  Vulcan  gies  his  bellows  breath, 
An'  ploughmen  gather  wi'  their  graith, 
O  rare  !  to  fee  thee  fizz  an'  freath 

I'  th'  lugget  caup  ! 
Then  Burnewin  comes  on  like  Death 

At  ev'ry  chap. 

Nae  mercy,  then,  for  aim  or  fleel; 
The  brawnie,  bainier  ploughman  chiel 
Brings  hard  owrehip,  wi'  fturdy  wheel, 

The  ftrong  forehammer, 
Till  block  an'  ftuddie  ring  an'  reel 

Wi'  dinfome  clamour. 

When  fkirlin  weanies  fee  the  light, 
Thou  maks  the  goffips  clatter  bright, 
How  fumbling  Cuifs  their  Dearies  flight, 

Wae  worth  the  name  ! 
Nae  Howdie  gets  a  focial  night, 

Or  plack  frae  them. 

When 
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When  neebors  anger  at  a  plea, 
An'  juft  as  wud  as  wud  can  be, 
How  eafy  can  the  barley-brie 

Cement  the  quarrel ! 
It's  aye  the  cheapen;  Lawyer's  fee 

To  tafle  the  barrel. 

A  lake  !  that  e'er  my  Mufe  has  reafon, 
To  wyte  her  countrymen  wi'  treafon  ! 
But  monie  daily  weet  their  weafon 

Wi'  liquors  nice, 
An'  hardly,  in  a  winter  feafon' 

E'er  fpier  her  price, 

Wae  worth  that  brandy,  burning  trafh  \ 
Fell  fource  o'  monie  a  pain  an'  brafh ! 
Twins  monie  a  poor,  doylt,  druken  halli 

O' half  his  days; 
An'  fends  beiide,  auld  Scotland  's  caih 

To  her  warfl  faes. 

Ye 
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Ye  Scots,  wha  wifh  auld  Scotland  well, 
Ye  chief,  to  you  my  tale  I  tell  , 
Poor,  placklefs  devils  like  myfel* 

It  fets  you  ill, 
Wi'  bitter,  dearthiV  wines  to  mell, 

Or  foreign  gill. 

May  gravels  round  his  blather  wrench, 
An'  gouts  torment  him,  inch  by  inch, 
Wha  twills  his  gruntle  wi'  a  glunch 

O'  four  difdain, 
Out  owre  a  glafs  o'  Whlfky  punch 

Wi'  honeft  men ! 

O  IVbi/ky  ]  foul  o'  plays  an'  pranks ! 
Accept  a  Bardie's  gratfu'  thanks ! 
When  wanting  thee,  what  tunelefs  cranks 

Are  my  poor  Verfes ! 

Thou  comes they  rattle  i*  their  ranks 

At  ither's  a— — ! 

The; 
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Thee  Terintojh  !  O  fadly  loft  ! 
Scotland  lament  frae  coaft  to  coaft  ! 
Now  colic-grips,  an'  barkin  hoaft, 

May  kill  us  a' ; 
For  loyal  Forbes'  charter'd  boaft 

Is  ta'en  awa ! 

Thae  curft  horfe-leeches  o'  th'  Excife, 
Wha  mak  the  Wkifky  Jlells  their  prize  '. 
Haud  up  thy  han'  Deil  !  ance,  twice,  thrice! 

There,  feize  the  blinkers  ! 
An'  bake  them  up  in  brunftane  pies 

For  poor  d — n'd  drinkers. 

Fortune,  if  thou'll  but  gie  me  ftill 
Hale  breeks,  a  icone,  an'  Whi/ky  gill, 
An'  rowth  o'  rhyme  to  rave  at  will, 

Tak'  a'  the  reft, 
An'  deal't  about  as  thy  blind  fkill 

Directs  thee  belt. 

THE 


v 
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THE    AUTHOR'S 
EARNEST   CRY  AND   PRAYER, 


# 


To  the  Right  Honourable  and  Honourable, 
the   Scotch    Representatives    in 
the  Houfe  of  Commons. 


Bearefl  ofDiftillation  !  lajl  and  bejl  /- 
How  art  thou  Icjl  I 


Parody  on  Milton. 


JL  E  Irifh  Lords,  ye  Knights  and  Squires., 
Wha  reprefent  our  brughs  an'  mires, 

An' 

*  This  was  wrote  before  the  A&  anent  the  Scotch 
Diftilleries,  of  fefiion  1786;  for  which  Scotland  and 
the  Author  return  their  mod  grateful  thanks# 
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An'  doucely  manage  our  affairs 

In  Parliament, 
To  you  a  iimple  Bardie's  prayers 

Are  humbly  fent. 

Alas !  my  roupet  Mufe  is  hearfe  ! 
Your  Honors  heart  wi'  grief  'twad  pierce. 
To  fee  her  fitten  on  her  a — 

Low  i'  the  duft, 
An'  fcriechin  out  profaic  verfe, 

An'  like  to  bruft  ! 

Tell  them  whae  hae  the  chief  direction. 
Scotland  an'  me's  in  great  affliction, 
E'er  fin'  they  laid  that  curft  reftriction 

On  Aquavit ae  ; 
An'  roufe  them  up  to  flrong  conviction, 

An'  move  their  pity. 

Vol.  I.  B  Stand 
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vStand  forth,  an'  tell  yon  Premier  Toutb 
The  honeft,  open,  naked  truth  : 
Tell  him  o'  mine  an'  Scotland's  drouth, 

His  fervants  humble : 
The  muckle  devil  blaw  ye  fouth, 

If  ye  dhTemble ! 

Does  ony  great  man  glunch  an'  gloom  ? 
Speak  out  an'  never  fafli  your  thumb  ! 
Let  polls  an  penfions  fink  or  foom 

Wi'  them  wha  grant  'em  : 
If  honeftly  they  canna  come, 

Far  better  want  'em. 

In  gath'rin  votes  you  were  na  flack  ; 
Now  (land  as  tightly  by  your  tack ; 
Ne'er  claw  your  lug,  an'  fidge  your  back, 

And  hum  an'  haw, 
But  raife  your  arm,  an'  tell  your  crack 

Before  them  a'. 

Paint 
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Paint  Scotland  greeting  owre  her  thrifsle  ; 
Her  mutchkin  ftoup  as  toom's  a  whifsle ; 
An'  d-mn'd  Excifemen  in  a  bufsle, 

Seizin  a  Stell, 
Triumphant  crufhin't  like  a  mufTel 

Or  lampit  fliell. 

Then  on  the  tither  hand  prefent  her, 
A  blackguard  Smuggler,  right  behint  her, 
An'  cheek-for-chow,  a  chuffie  Vintner, 

Colleaguing  join, 
Picking  her  pouch  as  bare  as  Winter, 

Of  a'  kind  coin. 

Is  there,  that  bears  the  name  o'  Scot, 
But  feels  his  heart's  bluid  rifing  hot, 
To  fee  his  poor  auld  Mither's  pot, 

Thus  dung  in  ilaves, 
An'  plunder'd  o'  her  hindmoit  groat 

By  gallows  knaves  ? 

B  2  Alas ! 
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Alas !  I'm  but  a  namelefs  wight, 
Trode  i'  the  mire  out  o'  fight ! 
But  could  I  like  Montgomeries  fight, 

Or  gab  like  Bo/well, 
There's  fome  fark-necks  I  wad  draw  tight, 

An'  tie  fome  hofe  well. 

God  blefs  your  Honors,  can  ye  fee't, 
The  kind,  auld,  cantie  Carlin  greet, 
An*  no  get  warmly  to  your  feet, 

An'  gar  them  hear  it, 
An'  tell  them,  wi'  a  patriot-heat, 

Ye  winna  bear  it ! 

Some  o'  you  nicely  ken  the  laws, 
To  round  the  period  an1  paufe, 
An'  with  rhetoric  claufe  on  claufe 

To  mak  harangues ; 
Then  echo  thro'  Saint  Stephen's  wa's 

Auld  Scotland's  wrangs. 
Dempjlcr, 
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Dempjler,  a  true-blue  Scot  I'fe  warran  ; 
Thee,  aith-detefting,  chafte  Kilkerran  ; 
An'  that  glib-gabbet  Highland  Baron, 

The  Laird  o'  Graham; 
An'  ane,  a  chap  that's  d-mn'd  auldfarran, 

Dundas  his  name. 

Erjkine,  a  fpunkie  Norland  billie  ; 
True  Campbells,  Frederick  an'  Hay  ; 
An'  Livijlone,  the  bauld  Sir  Willie  ; 

An'  monie  ithers, 
Whom  auld  Demoflhenes  or  Tully 

Might  own  for  brithers. 

Aroufe,  my  boys !  exert  your  mettle, 
To  get  auld  Scotland  back  her  kettle  ! 
Or  faith  !  I'll  wad  my  new  pleugh-pettle, 

Ye'll  fee't  or  lang, 
She'll  teach  you,  wi'  a  reekin  whittle, 

Anither  fang. 
B  3  This 
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This  while  fhe's  been  in  crankous  mood, 
Her  lojl  Militia  fir'd  her  bluid  ; 
(Deil  na  they  never  mair  do  guid, 

Play'd  her  that  plifkie  !) 
An'  now  fliers  like  to  rin  red-wud 

About  her  Whifky, 

An*  L — d,  if  ance  they  pit  her  till't, 
Her  tartan  petticoat  fhe'll  kilt, 
An'  durk  an'  piftol  at  her  belt, 

She'll  tak  the  ftreets, 
An'  rin  her  whittle  to  the  hilt, 

T  th'  firft  fhe  meets ! 

For  G-d  fake,  Sirs  !  then  fpeak  her  fair, 
An'  ftraik  her  cannie  wi'  the  hair, 
An'  to  the  muckle  houfe  repair, 

Wi'  inftant  fpeed, 
An'  ftrive,  wi*  a'  your  Wit  and  Lear, 

To  get  remead. 

Yon 
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Yon  ill -tongird  tinkler,  Charlie  Fox, 
May  taunt  you  wf  his  jeers  an*  mocks ; 
But  gie  him't  net  my  hearty  cocks ! 

E'en  cowe  the  cadie  ! 
An*  fend  him  to  his  dicing  box 

An'  fportin  lady. 

Tell  yon  guid  bluid  o'  auld  Boconnock's, 
I'll  be  his  debt  twa  mafhlum  bonnocks, 
An'  drink  his  health  in  auld  Nanfe  Timiock's* 

Nine  times  a  week, 
If  he  fome  fcheme,  like  tea  an'  winnocks, 

Wad  kindly  feek. 

Could  he  fome  commutation  broach,. 
I'll  pledge  my  aith  ingude  braid  Scotch, 

B  4  He 

*  A  worthy  old  Hoftefs  of  the  Author's  in  Mauchlinej 
where  he  fometimes  ftudies  Politics  over  a  giafs  of  gudc 
auld  Scotch  Drink* 
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He  need  na  fear  their  foul  reproach 

Nor  erudition, 

Yon  mixtie-rnaxtie,  queer  hotch-potch^ 

The  Coalition. 

Auld  Scotland  has  a  raucle  tongue ; 
She's  juft  a  devil  wi*  a  rung ; 
An'  if /he  promife  auld  or  young 

To  tak  their  part, 
Tho'  by  the  neck  fhe  fhould  be  fining, 

She'll  no  defert. 

An*  now,  ye  chofen  Five-and-Forty, 
May  ftill  your  Mither's  heart  fupport  ye  : 
Then,  tho'  a  Minifter  grow  dorty, 

An'  kick  your  place, 
Ye'll  fnap  your  fingers,  poor  an'  hearty,, 

Before  his  face. 


God 
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God  blefs  your  Honors,  a*  your  days, 
Wi'  fowps  o'  kail  an'  brats  o'  claife. 
In  fpite  o'  a'  the  thievifh  kaes 

That  haunt  St.  Jamie's! 
Your  humble  Bardie  fings  an'  prays 

While  Rab  his  name  is. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

Let  half-ftarv'd  flaves  in  warmer  ikies, 
See  future  wines,  rich-cluft'ring,  rife  \ 
Their  lot  auld  Scotland  ne'er  envies, 

But  blythe  an*  friiky, 
She  eyes  her  freeborn,  martial  boys 

Takaff  their  Whifky, 

What  tho'  their  Phoebus  kinder  warms, 
While  Fragrance  blooms  and  Beauty  charms ! 
When  wretches  range,  in  famifh'd  fvvarms, 

The  fcented  groves, 
B$  Or 
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Or  hounded  forth,  difhonor  arms 

In  hungry  droves. 

Their  gun's  a  burden  on  their  fhouther; 
They  downa  bide  the  flink  o'  powther ; 
Their  bauldeft  thought's  a  hank'ring  fwither 

To  flan'  or  rin, 
Tillfkelp— a  mot— they're  afF,  a'  throwther, 
To  fave  their  fkin.. 

But  bring  a  Scot/man  frae  his  hill, 
Clap  in  his  cheek  a  Highland  gill, 
Say,  fuch  is  royal  George's  will, 

An'  there's  the  foe,. 
He  has  nae  thought  but  how  to  kill 

Twa  at  a  blow. 

Nae  cauld,  faint-hearted  doubtings  teafe 
him  \ 

Death 
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Death  comes,  wi'  fearlefs  eye  he  fees  him  ^ 
Wi'  bluidy  han'  a  welcome  gies  him  ; 

An1  when  he  fa's. 
His  lateft  draught  o'  breathin  lea'es  him 

In  faint  huzzas. 

Sages  their  folemn  een  may  fteek, 
An'  raife  a  philofophic  reek, 
An'  phyfically  caufes  feek, 

In  clime  an'  feafon  ; 
But  tell  me  Whi/kfs  name  in  Greek, 

I'll  tell  the  reafon. 

Scotland,  my  auld,  refpeded  Mither  ! 
Tho'  whyles  ye  moiftify  your  leather, 
Till  whare  ye  fit,  on  craps  o'  heather, 

Ye  tine  your  dam ; 
Freedom  and  Whifky  gang  thegither : 

Tak  afF  your  dram  ! 

B6  THE 
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THE 

HOLY       FAIR.* 


A  robe  offeeming  truth  and  truji 

Hid  crafty  Obfervation  ; 
Andfecret  hung,  with  poifortd  cni/I, 

The  dirk  of  Defamation : 
A  majk  that  like  the  gorget /how' d, 

Dye-varying  on  the  pigeon  ; 
And  for  a  mantle  large  and  broad, 

He  wrapt  him  in  Religion. 

Hypocrisy  a-la-mode. 

I. 

U  PON  a  fimmer  Sunday  morn, 

When  Nature's  face  is  fair, 

I 

*  Holy  Fair  is  a  common  phrafe  in  the  Weft  of  Scot- 
land for  a  facramental  occafioa* 
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I  walked  forth  to  view  the  corn, 

An'  fnuff  the  caller  air. 
The  riling  fun,  owre  Galjlon  muirs, 

"VW  glorious  light  was  glintin  ; 
The  hares  were  hirplin  down  the  furs, 

The  lav'rocks  they  were  chantin 

Fu'  fweet  that  day, 

IL 

As  lightfomely  I  glowr'd  abroad, 

To  fee  a  fcene  fae  gay, 
Three  Hizzies,  early  at  the  road, 

Cam  fkelpin  up  the  way. 
Twa  had  manteeles  o'  dolefu'  black, 

But  ane  wi'  lyart  lining ; 
The  third,  that  gaed  a  wee  a-back, 

Was  in  the  fafhion  mining 

Fu'  gay  that  day. 


III. 
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III. 

The  two.  appeared  like  fiflers  twin, 

In  feature,  form,  an*  claes ; 
Their  vifage  wither'd,  lang  an'  thin,. 

An'  four  as  ony  flaes  : 
The  third  cam  up,hap-ftep-an'-lowp,. 

As  light  as  ony  lambie, 
An'  wi'  a  curchie  low  did  ftoop, 

As  foon  as  e'er  fhe  faw  me, 

Fu'  kind  that  day, 

IV. 

Wi*  bonnet  aff,  quoth  I, '  Swe'et  lafs, 
*  I  think  ye  feem  to  ken  me  ; 

*  I'm  fure  I've  feen  that  bonie  face, 
1  But  yet  I  canna  name  ye.' 

Quo'  fhe,  an'  laughin  as  fhe  fpak, 
An'  taks  me  by  the  hauns, 


Ye 
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'  Ye,  for  my  fake,  hae  gi'en  the  feck 
1  Of  a'  the  ten  commauns 

'  A  fcreed  fome  day, 

V. 

1  My  name  is  Fun — your  cronie  dear, 

1  The  nearefl  friend  ye  hae  ; 
4  An*  this  is  Superjlition  here, 

1  An'  that's  Hypocrify. 
■  I'm  gaun  to  *********  Holy  fair, 

*  To  fpend  an  hour  in  daffin : 

*  Gin  ye'll  go  there,  yon  runkl'd  pair, 

4  We  will  get  famous  laughin 

*  At  them  this  day/ 

VI. 

Quoth  I,  *  With  a'  my  heart,  I'll  do't ; 

*  I'll  get  my  Sunday's  fark  on, 

•  An'  meet  you  on  the  holy  fpot ; 

'  Faith,  we'fe  hae  fine  remarkin  !' 

Then 
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Then  I  gaed  hame  at  crowdie-timer 

An'  foon  I  made  me  ready ; 
For  roads  were  clad,  frae  fide  to  fide, 

Wi'  monie  a  wearie  body, 

In  droves  that  day. 

VII. 

Here,  farmers  gafh,  in  ridin  graith, 

Gaed  hoddin  by  their  cotters ; 
There,  fwankies  young,  in  braw  braid-claitb; 

Are  fpringin  owre  the  gutters. 
The  lafTes,  fkelpin  barefit,  thrang, 

In  filks  an5  fcarlets  glitter ; 
Wi'  fweet-milk  cheefe,  in  monte  a  whang, 

An' farU,  bak'd  wi'  butter, 

Fu'  crump  that  day. 

VIII. 

When  by  the  plate  we  fet  our  nofe, 
Weel  heaped  up  wi*  ha'pence, 

A 
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A  greedy  glowr  Black  Bonnet  throws, 
An'  we  maun  draw  our  tippence. 

Then  in  we  go  to  fee  the  fhow, 
On  ev'ry  fide  they're  gath'rin  ; 

Some  carryin  dails,  fome  chairs  an'  ftools, 
An'  fome  are  bufy  bleth'rin 

Right  loud  that  day* 

IX. 

Here  ftands  a  fhed  to  fend  the  fhow'rs, 

An'  fcreen  our  countra  Gentry, 
There,  racer  Jefs,  an'  twa-three  wh — res, 

Are  blinkin  at  the  entry. 
Here  fits  a  raw  o'  tittlin  jads, 

Wi'  heaving  bread  an'  bare  neck  ; 
An'  there,  a  batch  o'  wabfler  lads, 

Blackguarding  frae  K*******ck 
Y  ox  fun  this  day. 


X. 
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X. 

Here,  fome  are  thinkin  on  their  fins, 

An*  fome  upo*  their  claes ; 
Ane  curfes  feet  that  fyl'd  his  fhins, 

Anither  lighs  an'  prays : 
On  this  hand  fits  a  chofen  fwatch, 

Wi'  fcrew'd-up,  grace-proud  faces ; 
On  that,  a  fet  o'  Chaps,  at  watch, 

Thrang  winkin  on  the  laffes 

To  chairs  that  day, 


XL 

O  happy  is  that  man  an'  bleft  ! 

Nae  wonder  that  it  pride  him  ! 
Wha's  ain  dear  lafs,  that  he  likes  beft, 

Comes  clirikin  dowrn  befide  him ! 
Wi'  arm  repos'd  on  the  chair-back, 

He  fweetly  does  compofe  him ; 


Which, 
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Which,  by  degrees,  flips  round  her  neck, 
An's  loof  upon  her  bofom 

Unkend  that  day. 

XII. 

Now  a*  the  congregation  o'er 

Is  filent  expectation  ; 
For  ******  fpeels  the  holy  door, 

Wi'  tidings  o'  d-mn-t— n. 
Should  Hor/iie,  as  in  ancient  daysr 

'Mang  fons  o'  G —  prefent  him, 
The  vera  fight  o'  *****'s  face, 

TVs  ain  het  hame  had  fent  him 

Wi*  fright  that  day, 

XIII. 

Hear  how  he  clears  the  points  o'  faith 

Wi'  rattlin  an*  thumpin  ! 
Now  meekly  calm,  now  wild  in  wrath, 

He's  ftampin,  an*  he's  jumpin  ! 

His 
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His  lengthened  chin,  his  turn'd-up  fnout, 
His  eldritch  fqueel  an'  geftures, 

O  how  they  fire  the  heart  devout, 
Like  cantharidian  plafters, 

On  lie  a  day  ! 

XiV. 

But  hark  !  the  tent  has  chang'd  it's  voice  ; 

There's  peace  an'  reft  nae  langer  : 
For  a'  the  real  judges  rife, 

They  canna  lit  for  anger. 
*****  opens  out  his  cauld  harangues, 

On  practice  and  on  morals ; 
An'  aff  the  godly  pour  in  thrangs, 

To  gie  the  jars  an'  barrels 

A  lift  that  day. 

XV. 

What  figniries  his  barren  fhine, 
Of  moral  powers  an'  reafon  ? 


His 
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His  Englifh  ftyle,  an*  gefture  fine* 

Are  a'  clean  out  o*  feafon. 
Like  Socrates  or  Antonine, 

Or  fome  auld  pagan  Heathen, 
The  moral  man  he  does  define, 

But  ne'er  a  word  o'  faith  in 

That's  right  that  day. 

XVI. 

In  guid  time  comes  an  antidote 

Againft  fie  poifon'd  noflrum  ; 
For  *******,  frae  the  water-fit, 

Afcends  the  holy  roftrum  : 
See,  up  he's  got  the  word  o'  G — , 

An*  meek  an'  mim  has  view'd  it, 
While  Common-Senfe  has  ta'en  the  road, 

An'  aff,  an'  up  the  Cowgate  * 

Fall,  faft  that  day. 

XVIL 

•  A  ftreet  fo  called,  which  faces  the  tent  in  ■■ 
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XVII. 

Wee  ******  nieft,  the  Guard  relieves, 

An'  Orthodoxy  raibles, 
Tho'  in  his  heart  he  weel  believes, 

An'  thinks  it  auld  wives'  fables : 
But  faith  !  the  birkie  wants  a  Manfe 

So,  cannilie  he  hums  them ; 
Altho'  his  carnal  wit  an'  fenfe 

Like  haffiins-wife  o'ercomes  him 

At  times  that  day. 

XVIII. 

Now,  butt  an'  ben,  the  Change-houfe  fills, 

Wi'  yill-caup  Commentators : 
Here's  crying  out  for  bakes  an'  gills, 

An'  there  the  pint-ftowp  clatters ; 
While  thick  an'  thrang,  an'  loud  an'  lang, 

Wi'  Logic,  an'  wi'  Scripture, 

They 
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They  raife  a  din*  that,  in  the  end, 
Is  like  to  breed  a  rupture 

O'  wrath  that  day. 

XIX. 

Leeze  me  on  Drink !  it  gi'es  us  mair 

Than  either  School  or  Colledge  : 
It  kindles  Wit,  it  waukens  Lair, 

It  pangs  us  fou  o'  Knowledge. 
Be't  whifky  gill  or  penny  wheep, 

Or  ony  ftronger  potion, 
It  never  fails,  on  drinkin  deep, 

To  kittle  up  our  notion, 

By  night  or  day. 

XX. 

The  lads  an'  laiTes,  blythely  bent 
To  mind  baith  faul  an*  body, 

Sit  round  the  table,  weel  content, 
An'  fleer  about  the  toddy. 


On 
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On  this  ane's  drefs,  an'  that  ane's  leuk, 
They're  makin  obfervations ; 

While  fome  are  cozie  i'  the  neuk, 
An'  formin  affignations 

To  meet  fome  daye 

XXI. 

But  now  the  L — 's  ain  trumpet  touts. 

Till  a'  the  hills  are  rairin, 
An'  echos  back  return  the  ihouts ; 

Black  ******  is  na  fparin  : 
His  piercing  words,  like  Highlan  fwords. 

Divide  the  joints  an'  marrow ; 
His  talk  o'  H-ll,  whare  devils  dwell, 

Our  vera  *  Sauls  does  harrow  *' 

Wi'  fright  that  day  ! 


» 


*  Shakefpeare's  Hamlet. 
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XXII. 

A  vaft,  unbottom'd,  boundlefs  pit, 

Fill'd  fou  o'  lowin  brunilane, 
Wha's  raging  flame,  an'  fcorching  heat, 

Wad  melt  the  hardeft  Vv7huri-ilane  ! 
The  half  afleep  ftart  up  wi'  fear, 

An'  think  they  hear  it  roaring, 
When  prefently  it  does  appear, 

*T\vas  but  fome  neebor  fnoring 

Aileep  that  day* 

XXIII. 

'Tvvad  be  owre  lang  a  tale,  to  tell 

How  monie  ftories  paft, 
An'  how  they  crouded  to  the  yill, 

When  they  were  a'  difmifl : 
How  drink  gaed  round,  in  cogs  an'  caups, 

Amang  the  furms  an'  benches ; 

Vol.  I.  C  An' 
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An'  cheefe  an'  bread,  frae  women's  laps, 
Was  dealt  about  in  lunchesT 

An'  dawds  that  day. 

XXIV. 

In  comes  a  gaucie,  gafh  Guidwife, 

An'  fits  down  by  the  fire, 
Syne  draws  her  kebbuck  an'  her  knife, 

The  lafTes  they  are  fhyer. 
The  auld  Guidmen  ,  about  the  grace, 

Frae  fide  to  fide  they  bother, 
Till  fome  ane  by  his  bonnet  lays, 

An'  gi'es  them't,  like  a  tether, 

Fu'  lang  that  day. 

XXV. 

Waefucks  !  for  him  that  gets  nae  lafs, 

Or  lafTes  that  hae  naething  ! 
Sma'  need  has  he  to  fay  a  grace, 

Or  rnelvie  his  braw  claithing ! 


O 
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O  Wives  be  mindfu',  ance  yourfel 

How  bonie  lads  ye  wanted, 
An*  dinna,  for  a  kebbuck-heel, 

Let  lafTes  be  affronted 

On  fie  a  day  ! 

XXVI. 

Now  ClinkumbeU,  wi'  rattlin  tow, 

Begins  to  jow  an'  croon ; 
Some  fwagger  name,  the  befl  they  dow. 

Some  wait  the  afternoon. 
At  flaps  the  billies  halt  a  blink, 

Till  lafTes  ftrip  their  flioon  : 
Wi*  faith  an'  hope,  an'  love  an'  drink, 

They're  a'  in  famous  tune 

For  crack  that  day. 

XXVIL 

How  monie  hearts  this  day  converts 
O'  Sinners  and  o'  LafTes ! 

C  2  TJ 
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Their  hearts  o'  ftane  gin  night  are  gane, 

As  faft  as  ony  flefh  is. 
There's  fome  are  fou  o'  love  divine  ; 

There's  fome  are  fou  o'  brandy  ; 
An'  monie  jobs  that  day  begin, 

May  end  in  Houghmagandie 

Some  ither  dav. 


DEATH 
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DEATH 


AND 


DOCTOR      HORNBOOK, 


A     TRUE     S  T  0  R  r. 


OOME  books  are  lies  frae  end  to  end, 
And  fome  great  lies  were  never  penn'd : 
Ev'n  Minifters  they  hae  been  kenn'd, 

In  holy  rapture, 
C  3  Great 
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Great  lies  and  non-fenfe  baith  to  vend, 

And  nail't  wi*  Scripture. 

But  this  that  I  am  gaun  to  tell, 

Which  lately  on  a  night  befel, 

Is  juft  as  true's  the  Deil  's  in  h-11, 

Or  Dublin  city : 

That  e'er  he  nearer  comes  ourfel 

'S  a  muckle  pity. 

The  Clachan  yiil  had  made  me  canty, 

I  was  na  fou,  but  juft  had  plenty ; 

I  ftacher'd  whyles,  but  yet  took  tent  ay 

To  free  the  ditches ; 
An'  hillocks,  ftanes,  an*  bufhes  kenn'd  ay 

Frae  ghaifls  an'  witches. 

The  rifing  Moon  began  to  glowr 
The  diftant  Cumnock  hills  out-owre : 
To  count  her  horns,  wr  a'  my  pow'r, 

I  fet  myfel  •> 

But 
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But  whether  fhe  had  three  or  four, 

1  cou'd  na  tell. 

I  was  come  round  about  the  hill, 
And  todlin  down  on  Willie's  mill, 
Setting  my  ftaff  wi'  a'  my  fkill, 

To  keep  me  ficker ; 
Tho*  leewTard  whyles,  againft  my  will, 

I  took  a  bicker. 

I  there  wi*  Something  does  forgather, 

That  pat  me  in  an  eerie  fwither ; 

An  awfu'  fey  the,  out-owre  ae  fhouther, 

Clear-dangling,  hang  5 
A  three-tae'd  leiiler  on  the  ither 

0 

Lay,  large  an'  lang. 

Its  ftature  feem'd  lang  Scotch  ells  twa, 
The  queereft  fnape  that  e'er  I  Taw, 

C  4  For 
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For  fient  a  wame  it  had  ava, 

And  then  its  fhanks, 
They  were  as  thin,  as  fharp  an'  fma' 

As  cheeks-  o'  branks. 

;  Guid-een,'  quo'  I ;  l  Friend  !  hae  ye  been 

4  ma  win, 
*  When  ither  folk  are  bufy  fa  win  #  I* 
It  feem'd  to  mak  a  kind  o'  flan', 

But  nae thing  fpak  ; 
At  length,  fays  I,  *  Friend,  whare  ye  gaun, 

*  Will  ye  go  back  ?' 

It  fpak  right  howe — *  My  name  is  Death, 
■  But  be  na'  fleyU'—  Quoth  I,  *  Guid  faith, 
1  Ye're  maybe  come  to  flap  my  breath  ; 

*  But  tent  me,  billie  ; 
1  I  red  ye  weel,  tak  care  o*  fkaith, 

4  See,  there's  a  gully  !' 

'  Gudeman^ 

*  This  rencounter  happened  in  feed-time  1785^ 
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*  Gudeman,'  quo'  he,  put  up  your  whittle, 
1  I'm  no  delign'd  to  try  its  mettle  ; 

1  But  if  I  did,  I  wad  be  kittle 

*  To  be  mi-flear'd, 

*  I  wad  na'  mind  it,  no  that  fpittle 

*  Out-owre  my  beard/ 

1  Weel,  weel  V  fays  I,  '  a  bargain  be't ; 

*  Come,  gies  your  hand,  an*  fae  we're  gree?t  y 

*  We'll  eafe  our  fhanks  an'  tak  a  feat, 

*  Come,  gies  your  news ; 
This  while  *  ye  hae  been  mony  a  gate, 

*  At  mony  a  houfe.' 

*  Ayr  ay  !'  quo'  he,  an'  fhook  his  head,- 

*  It's  e'en  a  lang,  lang  time  indeed 
1  Sin  I  began  to  nick  the  thread, 

*  An'  choke  the  breath  : 
C  5  'Folk 

JJ  An  epidemical  fever  was  then  raging  in  that  country, 
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1  Folk  maun  do  fomething  for  their  bread.. 

'  An'  fae  maun  Death. 

1  Sax  thoufand  years  are  near  hand  fled 

1  Sin'  I  was  to  the  hutching  bred, 

'  And  mony  a  fcheme  in  vain's  been  laid, 

*  To  flap  or  fear  me  ; 
'  Till  ane  Hornbook's  *  ta'en  up  the  trade, 

4  And  faith,  he'll  waur  me. 

*  Ye  ken  Jock  Hornbook  i'  the  Clachan, 

*  Deil  mak  his  king's-hood  rn  a  fpleuchan  ! 

4  He's  grown  fae  weel  acquaint  wi'  Buchan  \r 

1  And  ither  chaps, 

■  The 

*  This  gentleman,  Dr  Hornbook,  is,  profefiionally,  a 
brother  of  the  fovereign  Order  of  the  Ferula  ;  but,  by  in* 
tuition  and  infpiration,  is  at  once  an  Apothecary,  Surgeon* 
end  Phyfician. 

+  Buchan's  Domeftic  Medicine* 
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1  The  weans  haud  out  their  fingers  laughin, 

1  And  pouk  my  hips. 

4  See,  here's  a  fcythe,  and  there's  a  dart, 
4  They  hae  pierc'd  mony  a  gallant  heart ; 
4  But  Doctor  Hornbook,  wi'  his  art 

'•  And  curfed  ikill, 
1  Has  made  them  baith  no  worth  a  f — t, 

*  D-n'd  haet  they'll  kill ! 

*  'Twas  but  yeftreen,  nae  farther  gaen, 
I  threw  a  noble  throw  at  ane  ; 

1  Wi  lefs,  I'm  fare,  I've  hundreds  llain  ; 

*  But  deil-ma-care  \ 
'  It  juft  play'd  dirl  on  the  bane, 

c  But  did  nae  mair* 

•  Hornbook  was  by,  wi'  ready  art, 

\  iid  had  fae  fortify 'd  tlie  part, 

C  6  ■  That 
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*  That  when  I  looked  to  my  dart, 

*  It  was  fae  blunt 
'  Fient  haet  o't  wad  hae  pierc'd  the  heart 

4  Of  a  kail-runt. 

c  I  drew  my  fcythe  in  fie  a  fury,. 

*  I  nearhand  cowpit  wi'  my  hurry, 
4  But  yet  the  bauld  Apothecary 

4  Withftood  the  mock ;. 
f  I  might  as  weel  hae  try'd  a  quarry 

4  Q*  hard  whin-rock. 

*  Ev'n  them  he  canna  get  attended, 

'  Altho'  their  face  he  ne'er  had  kend  it,. 
'  Jull  fh —  in  a  kail-blade  and  fend  it, 

*  As  foon  's  he  fmells't, 

*  Baith  their  difeafe,  and  what  will  mend  it,. 

'  At  once  he  tells  't. 

And 
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1  And  then  a*  doctor's  faws  and  whittles, 
*  Of  a'  dimenfions,  fhapes,  an*  mettles, 
1  A'  kinds  o'  boxes,  mugs,  an'  bottles, 

1  He's  fure  to  hae  ; 
4  Their  Latin  names  as  fail  he  rattles 

'  As  A  B  C, 

4  Calces  o'  forlils,  earths,  and  trees ;. 
4  True  Sal-ma rinum  o'  the  feas ; 
4  The  Farina  of  beans  and  peafe, 

4  He  has't  in  plenty  ; 
1  Aqua-fontis,  what  you  pleafe, 

4  He  can  content  ye. 

*  Forbye  fome  new,  uncommon  weapons, 

4  Urinus  Spiritus  of  capons ; 

4  Or  Mite-horn  ihavings,  fihngs,  fcrapings, 

1  Diffll'dperfe; 
4  Sal-alkali  o'  Midge-tail  clippings, 

4  And  mony  mae.' 

1  Waes 
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4  Waes  me  for  Johnny  Ged's  Hole  *  now,r 

Quoth  I, '  if  that  thae  news  be  true  ! 

4  His  braw  calf-ward  whare  gowans  grew, 

*  Sae  white  and  bonie, 
'  Nae  doubt  they'll  rive  it  wi1  the  plew  ; 

4  They'll  ruin  Johnie  V 

The  creature  grain'd  an  eldritch  laugh, 
And  fays, '  Ye  needna  yoke  the  pleugh, 
'  Kirk-yards  will  foon  be  till'd  eneugh, 

*  Tak  ye  nae  fear  : 

4  They'll  a  be  trench'd  wi'  mony  a  flieugh, 

4  In  twa-three  year. 

1  Whare  I  kili'd  ane,  a  fair  ftrae-death, 
4  By  lofs  o'  blood,  or  want  o'  breath, 
'  This  night  I'm  free  to  tak  my  aith, 

4  That  Hornbook's  fkill 

4  Has 

The  grave-digger. 
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*  Has  clad  a  fcore  i'  their  lafl  claith, 

*  By  drap  and  pill. 

*  An  honefl  Wabfter  to  his  trade, 

4  Whafe  wife's  twa  nieves  were  fcarce  weeL 

4  bred, 
4  Gat  tippence-worth  to  mend  Iier  head, 

*  When  it  was  fair  • 

*  The  wife  flade  cannie  to  her  bed, 

*  But  ne'er  fpak  mair. 

4  A  countra  Laird  had  taren  the  batts, 
4  Or  fome  curmurring  in  his  guts, 
1  His  only  fon  for  Hornbook  fets, 

*  -And  pays  him  well, 
4  The  lad,  for  twa  guid  gimmer-pets, 

4  Was  Laird  himfel. 

4  A  bonie  lafs,  ye  kend  her  name, 

*  Some  ill-brewn  drink  had  hov'd  her  wame, 

4  She 
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1  Sne  trufts  herfel,  to  hide  the  fhame, 

4  In  Hornbook's  care  ; 

*  Horn  fent  her  affto  her  lang  hame, 

*  To  hide  it  there. 

4  That's  juft  a  fwatch  o'  Hornbook's  way, 
1  Thus  goes  he  on  from  day  to  day, 

*  Thus  does  he  poifon,  kill,  an'  flay, 

4  An's  weel  pay'd  for't ; 
c  Yet  flops  me  o'  my  lawfu'  prey, 

*  Wi'  his  d-aia'd  dirt; 

'  But  hark !  I'll  tell  you  of  a  plot,. 

*  Tho*  dinna  ye  be  fpeakin  o't  my 
4  I'll  nail  the  felf-conceited  Sot, 

4  As  dead's  a  herrin  : 
4  Nieft  time  we  meet,  I'll  wad  a  groat, 

*  He  gets  his  fairin !' 


But 
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But  juft  as  he  began  to  tell, 

The  auld  kirk-hammer  flrak  the  bell 

Some  wee,  fhort  hour  ayont  the  twal, 

Which  rais'd  us  baith  : 
I  took  the  way  that  pleas'd  myfel, 

And  fae  did  Death, 


THE 
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THE 


BRIGS       of      AYR. 


T      0     E     M. 


Inscribed  to  J.  B*********,  Esq.  ATR* 


1  HE  fimple  Bard,    rough    at    the    ruftic 

plough, 
Learning  his  tuneful  trade  from  ev'ry  bough ; 
The  chanting  linnet,  or  the  mellow  thrum  \ 
Hailing  the  fetting  fun,  fweet,  in  the  green 
thorn  bum, 

The 
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The  ibaring    lark,  the   perching  red-breaft 

fhrill, 
Or  deep-ton'd  plovers,   grey,   wild-whittling 

o'er  the  hill ; 
Shall  he,  nurft  in  the  Peafant's  lowly  fhed, 
To  hardy  Independence  bravely  bred, 
By  early  Poverty  to  hardfhip  fteel'd, 
And  train'd  to  arms  in   flern   Misfortune's 

field, 
Shall  he  be  guilty  of  their  hireling  crimes, 
The  fervile,  mercenary  Swifs  of  rhymes  ? 
Or  labour  hard  the  panegyric  clofe, 
With  all  the  venal  foul  of  dedicating  Profe  ? 
No !    though   his    artlefs    itrains    he  rudely 

fings, 
And  throws  his  hand   uncouthly    o'er    the 

firings, 
He  glows  with  all  the  fpirit  of  the  Bard, 
Fame,  honeft  fame,  his  great  his    dear   re- 
ward. 

Still 
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Still,  if  fome  Patron's  gen'rous  care  he  trace, 
SkilFd  in  the  fecret,  to  bellow  with  grace  ; 
When  £*********  befriends  his  humble  name, 
And  hands  the  ruftic  Stranger  up  to  fame, 
With   heartfelt   throes    his   grateful   bofom 

fwells, 
The  godlike  blifs,  to  give,  alone  excels. 


'Twas'when  the  flacks  get  on  their  winter-hap, 
And  thack  and  rape  fecure  the  toil- won  crap; 
Potatoe-bings  are  fnugged  up  frae  fkaith 
Of  coming  Winter's  biting,  frofty  breath  ; 
The  bees  rejoicing  o'er  their  fummer  toils, 
Unnumber'd  buds   an'  flowers*    delicious 

fpoils,  j> 

Seal'd  up  with  frugal  care  in  maffive  waxen  | 

piles>  J 

Are 
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Are  doom'd  by  Man,  that  tyrant  o'er  the 

weak, 
The  death  o'   devils,  fmoor'd  wi1  brimftone 

reek  : 
The  thund'ring  guns  are  heard  on  ev'ry  fide, 
The  wounded  coveys,  reeling,  fcatter  wide  ; 
The   feather'd   field-mates,   bound   by   Na- 
ture's tie, 
Sires,  mothers,  children,  in  one  carnage  lie : 
(What  warm,  poetic  heart  but  inly  bleeds, 
And  execrates  mans  favage,  ruthlefs  deeds  !) 
Nae  mair  the  flow'r  in  field  or  meadow  fprings ; 
Nae  mair  the  grove  with  airy  concert  rings, 
Except  perhaps  the  Robin's  whittling  glee, 
Proud  o*  the  height  o'  fome  bit  half-lang  tree  : 
The  hoary  morns  precede  the  funny  days, 
Mild,  calm,  ferene,  wide-fp reads  the  noon- 
tide blaze,  j> 
While  thick  the  gofTamour  waves  wanton 
in  the  rays. 

Twas 
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'Twas  in  that  feafon  ;  when  a  fimple  Bard, 
Unknown  and  poor,  fimplicity's  reward, 
Ae  night,  within  the  ancient  brugh  of  Ayr% 
By  whim  infpir'd,  or  haply  prefl  wi'  care, 
He  left  his  bed  and  took  his  wayward  rout, 
And  down  by  Simpfoifs  *  wheel'd  the  left 

about : 
(Whether  impell'd  by  all-dire  cling  Fate, 
To  witnefs  what  I  after  fhall  narrate  ; 
Or  whether,  rapt  in  meditation  high, 
He  wander* d.  out  he  knew  not  where  nor  why) 
The  drowfy   Dungeon-clock  f  had  number'd 

two, 
And  Wallace   Tow'r  f  had  Avorn   the  facl 

was  true  : 

The 


*  A  noted  tavern  at  the  Auld Brig  end. 
f  The  two  fleeples. 
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The  tide-fwoln  Firth,  with  fullen-founding 

roar, 
Through  the  ftill  night  dafh'd  hoarfe  along 

the  fliore : 
All  elfe  was  hufh'd  as  Nature's  clofed  e'e ; 
The  filent  moon  ihone  high  o'er  tow'r  and 

tree : 
The  chilly  Froft,  beneath  the  lilver  beam, 
Crept,   gently-crufting,    o'er   the    glittering 

ftream. 

When,  lo  !  on  either  hand  the  lift'ning  Bard, 
The  clanging  fugh  of  whittling  wings  is  heard ; 
Two  dufky  forms  dart  thro'  the  midnight  air, 
Swift  as  the  Gos  *  drives  on  the  wheeling  hare ; 
Ane  on  th'  Auld  Brig  his  airy  fhape  uprears, 
The  ither  flutters  o'er  the  rijlng  piers  : 

Our 

*  The  gof-hawk,  or  falcon. 
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Our  warlock  Rhymer  inftantly  defcry'd 
The  Sprites  that  owre  the  Brigs  of  Ayr  prefide. 
(That  Bards  are  fecond-fighted  is  nae  joke, 
And  ken  the  lingo  of  the  fp'ritual  folk  ; 
Fays,  Spunkies,  Kelpies,  a',  they  can  explain 

them, 
And  ev?n  the  vera  deils   they  brawly   ken 

them). 
Auld  Brig  appear' d  of  ancient  Pictifh  race, 
The  vera  wrinkles  Gothic  in  his  face  : 
He  feem'd  as  he  wi'  Tims  had  warftPd  lang, 
Yet,  te uglily  doure,  he  bade  an  unco  bang* 
New  Brig  was  bufkit  in  a  braw,  new  coat, 
That  he,  at  Lotion,  frae  ane  Adams,  got ; 
In's  hand  five  taper  itaves  as  fmooth's  a  bead, 
Wi'  virls  an*  whirlygigums  at  the  head. 
The  Goth  was  ftalking  round  with  anxious 

fearch, 
Spying  the  time-worn  flaws  in  ev'ry  arch ; 

It 
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It   chancd   his   new-come   neebor  took  his 

e'e, 
And  e'en  a  vex'd  and  angry  heart  had  he  ! 
We'  thievelefs  fneer  to  fee  his  modifh  mien, 
He,   down  the  water,   gies  him  this    guid- 

een — 


a    u    L    D      BRIG, 

I  doubt  na,  frien',  ye'll  think  ye're  nae  fheep- 

fhank, 
Ance  ye  were  ftreekit   owre   frae   bank   to 

bank ! 
But  gin  ye  be  a  brig  as  auld  as  me, 
Tho'  faith,  that   date   I  doubt,  ye'll  never 

fee  ; 
There'll  be,  if  that  day   come,   I'll  wad   a 

boddle, 
Some  fewer  whigmeleeries  m  your  noddle. 

Vol.  I.  D  n  z  \v 
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NEW       BRIG. 

Aula  Vandal,  ye  but  mow  your  little  menfe, 
Jufl  much  about  it  wi'  your  fcanty  fenfe ; 
Will  your  poor,  narrow  foot-path  of  a  ftreet, 
Where    twa    wheel-barrows    tremble    when 

they  meet, 
Your  ruin'd,  formlefs  bulk  o'  ftane  and  lime, 
Compare  wi'  bonie  Brigs  o'  modern  time  ? 
There's  men  of  tafte  wou'd  tak   the  Ducat- 

fir  earn  *, 
Tho'  they  mould   caft   the   vera   fark    and 

fwim, 
E'er  they  would  grate  their  feelings  wi'  the 

view 
Of  lie  an  ugly,  Gothic  hulk  as  you. 

a  u  L  D 

•  A  noted  ford,  juft  above  the  Auld  Brig. 
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AULD       BRIG. 

Conceited  gowk !  pufPd  up  wi'  windy  pride  t 
This  mony  a  year  I've  flood  the  flood  an*  tide; 
And  tho'  wT  crazy  eild  I'm  fair  forfairn, 
I'll  be  a  Brig  when  ye're  a  fliapelefs  cairn  ! 
As  yet  ye  little  ken  about  the  matter, 
But  twa-three  winters  will  inform  ye  better. 
When  heavy,  dark,  continued,  a'-day  rains, 
YVT  deepening  deluges  o'erflow  the  plains  ; 
When   from    the    hills    where    fprings    the 

brawling  Coif, 
Or  flately  Lugar's  moffy  fountains  boil, 
Or  where   the  Greenock  winds  his  moorland 

courfe, 
Or  haunted  Garpal*  draws  his  feeble  fource, 

D  2  Arous'd 

*  The  banks  of  Garpal  Water  is  one  of  the  few  places 
in  the  Weft  of  Scotland  where  thofe  fancy- fearing  beings, 
known  by  the  name  of  Gha'ifis,  ftill  continue  pertinacioufiy 
to  inhabit. 
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Arous'd   by  bluftering    winds    an1    fpotting 

thowes, 
In  mony  a  torrent  down  the  fnaw-broo  rowes ; 
While    crafliing    ice,   bofne  on  the  roaring 

fpeat, 
Sweeps  dams,  an'  mills,  an'  brigs,  a'  to  the 

gate  ; 
And  from  Glenbuck  *,  down  to  the  Ration- 

key\% 
Auld  Ayr  is  juft  one  lengthen'd,  tumbling 

fea; 
Then   down  ye'll   hurl,    deil  nor   ye   never 

rue  ! 
And  dafli  the  gumlie  jaups  up  to  the  pouring 

ikies. 
A  leflbn  fadly  teaching,  to  your  coft, 
That  Architecture's  noble  art  is  loft ! 

NEW 

*  The  fource  of  the  river  of  Ayr. 

f  A  fmall  landing-place  above  the  large  key. 
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NEW       BRIG. 

Fine  architecture,  trowth,  I  needs  mult  iay't 

o't! 
The  L — d  be  thankit  that  we've  tint  the 

gate  o't ! 
Gaunt,  ghaftly,  ghaift-alluring  edifices, 
Hanging  withthreat'ning  jut,  like  precipices : 
O'er-arching,  mouldy,  gloom-infpiring  coves, 
Supporting  roofs,  fantaftic,  Itony  groves  : 
Windows    and  doors  in  narnelefs   fculptures 

dreit, 
With  order,  fymmetry,   or  tafte  unbleft ; 
Forms  like  fome  bedlam  Statuary's  dream, 
The  craz'd  creations  of  mifguided  whim ; 
Forms  might  be  worfhipp'd  on  the  bended  1 

knee, 


And  ftill  the  fecond r  dread command 'be  free,   |» 
r  likenefs 
air,  or  fea. 


Their  likenefs  is  not  found  on  earth,   in 


D  3  Manfions 
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Manfions  that  would  difgrace  the  building- 

tafte  a 

Of  any  mafon  reptile,  bird,  or  beail  j 
Fit  only  for  a  doited  Monkifh  race, 
Or  frofty  maids  forfworn  the  dear  embrace, 
Or  Cuifs  of  later  times,  wha  held  the  notion, 
That  fullen  gloom  was  fterling,  true  devotion  : 
Fancies  that  our    guid   Brugh    denies    pro- 
tection, 
And  foon   may   they  expire,    unblefl    with 
refurredlion  1 

AULD       BRIG. 

Oye,my  dear-remember'd,  ancient  yealings, 
Were  ye  but    here    to   fliare  my    wounded 

feelings ! 
Ye  worthy  Provefes,  an'  mony  a  Bailie, 
Wha  in  the  paths  o'  righteoufnefs  did  toil  ay  ; 

Ye 


(     79    ) 

Ye  dainty  Deacons,  an'  ye  douce  Conveeners, 
To    whom    our    moderns   are    but    caufey- 

cleaners ; 
Ye  godly  Councils  wha  hae  bleft  this  town  ; 
Ye  godly  Brethren    o'  the  facred  gown, 
Wha  meekly  gae  your  hurdles  to  the  fmiters  ; 
And  (what  would  now  be  ftrange)  ye  godly 

Writers  : 
A*  ye  douce  folk  Pve  borne  aboon  the  broo, 
Were  ye  but  here,  what  would  ye  fay  or  do  ! 
How  would  your  fpirits  groan  in  deep  vex 

ation, 
To  fee  each  melancholy  alteration  ; 
And  agonizing,  curfe  the  time  and  place 
When  ye  begat  the  bafe,  degen'rate  race  ! 
Nae  langer  Rev'rend  Men,  their  country's 

glory, 
In    plain,  braid  Scots    hold   forth  a   plain, 

braid  flory  : 

D  4  Nae 
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Nae  langer  thrifty  Citizens,  an'  douce, 

Meet  owre  a  pint,  or  in  the  Council-houfe  ; 

But  ftaumrel,  corky-  headed,  gracelefs  Gen- 
try, 

The  herryment  and  ruin  of  the  country  ; 

Men,  three-parts  made  by  Taylors  and  by 
Barbers, 

Wha  wafie  your  weel-hain'd  gear  on  d^-d 
new  Brigs  and  Harbours  J 

.   ■ 

N    E   W        B    RIG. 

Now  haud  you  there  !     for  faith   ye've  faid 

enough, 
And    muckle    mair    than    ye   can  mak  to 

through. 
As  for  your  Prieflhood,  1  ihall  fay  but  little, 
Corbies  and  Clergy  are  a  fhot  right  kittle  : 
But,  under  favor  o'  your  langer  beard, 
Abufe  o*  Magiftrates  might  weel  be  fpar'd : 

To 
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To  liken  them  to  your  auld-warld  fquad, 

I  muft  needs  fay,  comparifons  are  odd. 

Injjr,  Wag-wits  naemaircan  have  a  han- 
dle 

To  mouth  *  A  Citizen,'  a  term  o'  fcandal : 

Nae  mair  the    Council  waddles    down   the 
ftreetr 

In  all  the  pomp  of  ignorant  conceit  ; 

Men  wha  grew  wife   priggin  owre  hops  an* 
raifins, 

Or  gather'd  lib'ral  views  in  Bonds  and  Sei- 
fins, 

If  haply  Knowledge,  on  a  random  tramp, 

Had    fhor'd    them    with    a   glimmer  of  hi 
lamp, 

And  would  to  Common-fenfe  for   once  be- 
tray'd  them, 

Plain,  dull  Stupidity  (kpt  kindly  in  to  aid 
them, 

D  5  What 
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What  farther  clifhmaclaver   might   been 

faid, 
What  bloody  wars,  if  Sprites  had  blood  to 

flied, 
No  man  can  tell ;  but  all  before  their  right, 
A  fairy  train  appear'd  in  order  bright : 
Adown    the    glittering    ftream    they  featly 

danc'd; 
Bright   to  the   moon   their   various     dreifes 

glanc'd  : 
They  footed  o'er  the  wat'ry  glafs  fo  neat, 
The   infant   ice    fcarce    bent  beneath  their 

feet  : 
While  arts  of  Minftrelfy  among  them  rung, 
And    foul-ennobling    Bards    heroic    ditties 

fung. 

O 
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O  had  M'Lauchlan  *  thairm-infpiring  Sage, 

Been  there  to  hear  this  heavenly  band  en- 
engage, 

When  thro'  his  dear  Strathfpeys  they  bore 
with  Highland  rage  ;  J 

Or  when    they   ftruck  old  Scotia's    melting 
airs, 

The  lover's  raptur'd  joys  or  bleeding  cares  ; 

How  would   his  Highland  lug  been    nobler 
fir'd, 

And    ev'n     his    matchlefs  hand   with   liner 
touch  infpir'd! 

No  guefs   could   tell    what   inflrument   ap- 
pearM, 

But  all  the  foul  of  Mufic's  felf  was  heard ; 

D  6  Harmonious 


'   A  well  known  pei former  of  Scottifli   mufic  on   tEc 
riolin. 
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Harmonious  concert  rung  in  every  part, 
While  fimple  melody  pour'd  moving  on  the 
heart. 

The  Genius  of  the  Stream  in  front  appears, 
A  venerable  Chief  advanc'd  in  years  ; 
His  hoary  head  with  water-lilies  crown' cl, 
His  manly  leg  with  garter  tangle  bound. 
Next  came  the  loveiieft  pair  in  all  the  ring, 
Sweet  Female  Beauty   hand   in   hand   with 

Spring  ; 
Then,     crown'd     with   fiow'ry    hay,    came 

Rural  Joy, 
And  Summer,  with  his  fervid-beaming  eye  : 
Ail-chearing  Plenty,  with  her  flowing  horn, 
Led  yellow  Autumn  wreath; d  with  nodding 

corn  ; 
Then     Winter's     time-bleach'd    locks    did 

hoary  fhow, 
By  Hofpitality  with  cloudlefs  brow. 

Next 
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Next    follow'd    Courage    with   his   martial 

ft  ride, 
From  where   the   Feal   wild -woody  coverts 

hide : 
Benevolence,  with  mild,  benignant  air, 
A   female  form,   came  from  the    tow'rs    of  ' 

Stair  : 
Learning  and  Worth  in  equal  meafures  trode, 
From  fimpic  Catrine,  their  long-lov'd  abode  : 
Lafl,  white-rob'd  Peace,  crown'd  with  a  hazle 

.  wreath, 
To  ruftic  Agriculture  did  bequeath 
The  broken,  iron  inftruments  of  death; 
At  light   of  whom  our   Sprites  forgat  their 

kindling  wrath. 


THE 


(  36  ) 


T  H  E 


ORDINATION. 


For  fenfe  they  little  owe  to  frugal  Heav'n — 
To  pleafe  the  Mob  they  hide  the  little  giv'n. 


US** ********  Wabflers,  fidge  and  claw,. 

An'  pour  your  creefhie  nations ; 
An'  ye  wha  leather  rax  an'  draw,. 

Of  a'  denominations ; 
Swith  to  the  Laigb  Kirk>  ane  an'  a, 

An'  there  tak  up  your  flations ; 

Then 
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Then  affto  B-gb--s  in  a  raw, 
An'  pour  divine  libations 

For  joy  this  day. 

II. 

Curil  Common-fenfe,  that  imp  o'  h-ll, 

Cam  in  wiv  Maggie  Lauder  *  ; 
But  O*******  aft  made  her  yell, 

An'  R*****  fair  rnifca'd  her  ^ 
This  day  M4*******  taks  the  flail, 

An'  he's  the  boy  will  blaud  her  ! 
He'll  clap  a  p?angan  on  her  tail, 

An'  fet  the  bairns  to  daud  her 

Wi'  dirt  this  day. 


IIL 


•  Alluding  to  a  icoffing  ballad  which  was  made  on 
the  admiflion  of  the  late  Reverend  and  worthy  Mr  L— -* 
to  the  Laigh  Kiik, 


8S     j 

All. 

Mak  hade  an5  turn  king-  David  owre, 

An'  lilt  wi'  holy  clangor ; 
O'  double  verfe  come  gie  us  four, 

An'  fkirl  up  the  Bangor  : 
This  day  the  Kirk  kicks  up  a  ftoure, 

Nae  mair  the  kn-aves  fhall  wrang  her 
For  Herefy  is  in  her  pow'r, 

And  glorioufly  fhe'll  whang  her 

Wi"  pith,  this  dav. 

IV. 

I 

Come,  let  a  p*oper  text  be  read, 

An'  touch  it  aff  wi*  vigour, 
How  gracelefs  Ham  *  leugh  at  his  Dad, 

Which  made  Canaan  a  niger  ; 

Or 

*  Genefis;ch.  Ix.  verf.  22. 
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Or  Pbineas  *  drove  the  murdering  blade, 
WP  wh-re-abhorring  rigour ; 

Or  Zipporah  t,  the  fcauldin  jad, 
Was  like  a  bluidy  tiger 

T  th*  inn  that  day. 

V. 

There,  try  his  mettle  on  the  creed, 

And  bind  him  down  wi'  caution, 
That  Stipend  is  a  carnal  weed 

He  takes  but  for  the  fafhion  ; 
And  gie  him  o'er  the  flock,  to  feed, 

And  punifh  each  tranfgreffion ; 
Efpecial,  rams  that  crofs  the  breed, 

Gie  them  fufhcient  threfhin, 

Spare  themnae  day. 


*  Number*,  ch.  xxt.  verf.  8. 
f  Exodus,  ch.  iv,  ycrf.  25. 


VI. 
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VI. 

Now  auld  K*********,  cock  thy  tail, 

An*  tofs  thy  horns  fu'  canty  ; 
Nae  mair  thou'lt  rowte  out  owre  the  dale, 

Becaufe  thy  pafture's  fcanty  ; 
For  lapfu's  large  o'  gofpel  kail 

Shall  fill  thy  crib  in  plenty, 
An*  runts  o'  grace  the  pick  an'  wale, 

No  gi'en  by  way  o'  dainty, 

But  ilka  day. 

VIL 

Nae  mair  by  BabePs  Jlr earns  we'll  weep, 

To  think  upon  our  Zion  ; 
And  hing  our  fiddles  up  to  fleep, 

Like  baby-clouts  a-dryin  : 
Come,  fcrew  the  pegs  w?  tunefu'  cheep, 

And  o'er  the  thairms  be  tryin  ; 


Oh, 
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Oh,  rare  !  to  fee  our  elbucks  wheep, 
And  a1  like  lamb-tails  flyin 

Fu'  faft  this  day  I 

VIII. 

Lang,  Patronage,  wi'  rod  o'  aim, 

Has  fhor'd  the  Kirk's  undoin, 
As  lately  F-nw-ck>  fair  forfairn, 

Has  proven  to  its  ruin  : 
Our  Patron  honeft  man  !  Gl*******, 

He  faw  mifchief  was  brewin  j 
And  like  a  godly,  elect  bairn, 

He's  waPd  us  out  a  true  ane, 

And  found  this  day, 

IX. 

Now  R*******  harangue  nae  mair, 
But  fteek  your  gab  for  ever  : 

Or  try  the  wicked  town  of  A**, 
For  there  they'll  think  you  clever ; 


O? 
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Or,  nae  reflection  on  your  lear,.  * 
Ye  may  commence  a  Shaver  ; 

Or  to  the  N-th-rt-n  repair, 
And  turn  a  Carpet-weaver 

ArT-hand  this  day, 


X. 


M****#  and  you  were  juft  a  match, 

We  never  had  fie  twa  drones : 
Auld  Hornie  did  the  Laigb  Kirk  watch, 

Juft  like  a  winkin  baudrons  : 
And  ay  he  catch'd  the  tither  wretch, 

To  fry  them  in  his  caudrons ; 
But  now  his  Honor  maun  detach, 

Wi'  a*  his  brimflone  fquadrons, 

Fait,  fall  this  day. 

XI. 

See,  fee  auld  Orthodoxy's  faes 
She's  fwingem  thro'  the  city  ; 

Hark, 


(    9J    ) 

Hark,  how  the  nine-tail'd  cat  flie  plays  ! 

I  vow  it's  unco  pretty  : 
There,  Learning,  with  his  Greekifh  face, 

Grunts  out  fome  Latin  ditty ; 
And  Common  Senfe  is  gaun,  flie  fays, 

To  mak  to  Jamie  Beattie 

Her  plaint  this  day. 

XII. 

But  there's  Morality  himfel, 

Embracing  all  opinions ; 
Hear,  how  he  gies  the  tither  yell, 

Between  his  twa  companions ; 
See,  how  flie  peels  the  fkin  an'  fell, 

As  ane  were  peelin  onions  ! 
Now  there,  they're  packed  affto  h-11, 

And  banifh'd  our  dominions, 

Henceforth  this  day. 


XIII. 


(     94     ) 

XIII. 

O  happy  day  !  rejoice,  rejoice  ! 

Come  boufe  about  the  porter ! 
Morality's  demure  decoys 

Shd' 1  here  nae  mair  find  quarter  s 

Mt*#***#»>   R****^    are    ^    b()ys 

That  Herefy  can  torture  ; 
They'll  gie  her  on  a  rape  a  hoyfe, 
And  cowe  her  meafure  fhorter 

By  th'  head  fome  day. 

XIV. 

Come,  bring  the  tither  mutchkin  in, 

And  here's,  for  a  conclufion, 
To  every  New-light  *  mother's  fon, 
From  this  time  forth,  Confufion  : 


If 


*  New-light  is  a  cant  phrafe,  in  the  Weil  of  Scotland, 
for  thofe  religious  opinions  which  Dr  Taylor  of  Norwich 
has  defended  fo  ilrenuoufly. 
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If  mair  they  deave  us  with  their  din, 

Or  Patronage  intrufion, 
We'll  light  a  fpunk,  and  ev'ry  fkin, 

We'll  rin  them  aff  in  fufion 

Like  oil,  fome  day. 


THE 


t  96  ) 


THE 


A         L         F. 


TO  THE  REV.  MR.. 


On  his  Text,  Malachi,  ch.iv.  ver.  20.  "  And 
M  they  mall  go  forth,  and  grow  up,  like 
"  calves  of  the  flail." 


aVIGHT  Sir  ]  your  text  Fll  prove  it  true, 

Though  Heretics  may  laugh ; 
For  inftance,  there's  yourfel  juft  now, 

God  knows,  an  unco  Calf! 

Ana 


(    97    ) 

And  iliould  fome  Patron  be  fo  kind, 

As  blefs  you  wi'  a  kirk, 
I  doubt  na,  Sir,  but  then  we'll  find, 

Ye're  ftill  as  great  a  Stirk. 

But,  if  the  Lover's  raptur'd  hour 

Shall  ever  be  your  lot, 
Forbid  it>  ev'ry  heavenly  Power, 

You  e'er  mould  be  a  StotJ 

Tho',  when  fome  kind,  connubial  Dear 

Your  But-and-ben  adorns, 
The  like  has  been  that  you  may  wear 

A  noble  head  of  boms. 

And,  in  your  lug,  moil  reverend  J . 

To  hear  you  roar  and  rowte, 
Few  men  o'  fenfe  will  doubt  your  claims 

To  rank  amang  the  Nowte. 

Vol.  L  E  And 
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And  when  ye're  number'd  wi'  the  dead, 

Below  a  grafiy  hillock, 
Wi'  juftice  they  may  mark  your  head— 

1  He're  lies  a  famous  Bullock ." 


ADDRESS 
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ADDRESS 


TO    THE 


D      E      I      L, 


0  Prince  !  0  Chief  of  many  throned  Powers, 
That  led  t/f  emhattVd  Seraphim  to  war — 

Milton. 


\J  Thou  !  whatever  title  fuit  thee, 
Auld  Hornie,  Satan,  Nick,  or  Clootie, 
Wha  in  yon  cavern  grim  an'  footie, 

Clos'd  under  hatches, 
E  2  Spairges 


(     xoo     ) 

Spairges  about  the  brunftane  cootie, 

To  fcaud  poor  wretches ! 

Hear  me,  auld  Hangiey  for  a  wee, 
An*  let  poor,  damned  bodies  be  ; 
I'm  fure  fma'  pleafure  it  can  gie, 

Ev'n  to  a  deil, 
To  fkelp  an'  fcaud  poor  dogs  like  me, 

An*  hear  us  fqueel! 

Great  is  thy  pow'r,  an'  great  thy  fame  ; 
Far  kend  an*  noted  is  thy  name ; 
An'  tho'  yon  lowin  heugh's  thy  hame, 

Thou  travels  far ; 
An'  faith!  thou's  neither  lag  nor  lame, 

Nor  blate  nor  fcaur. 

Whyles,  ranging  like  a  roarin  lion, 
For  prey,  a'  holes  an'  corners  tryin  ; 

Whiles 


C.     10!       ) 

Whyles,  on  the  ftrong-wing'd  Tempeit  flyin, 

Tirlin  the  kirks ; 

Whyles,  in  the  human  bofom  pryin, 

Unfeen  thou  lurks. 

I've  heard  my  reverend  Graunie  fay, 
In  lanely  glens  ye  like  to  ft  ray  ; 
Or  where  auld,  ruin'd  caftles,  gray, 

Nod  to  the  moon, 
Ye  fright  the  nightly  wand'rer's  way, 

Wi'  eldritch  croon. 

When  twilight  did  my  Graunie  fummon, 
To  fay  her  pray'rs,  douce,  honeft  woman  ! 
Aft  yont  the  dyke  file's  heard  you  bummin, 

Wi'  eerie  drone  ; 
Or,  ruftlin,  thro'  the  boortries  comin, 

Wi'  heavy  groan. 

E  3  Ac 
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Ae  dreary,  windy,  winter  night, 
The  liars  fhot  down  wr  Iklentin  lights 
Wi'  you,  myfel,  I  gat  a  fright, 

Ayont  the  lough ; 
Ye,  like  a  rafh-bufs,  flood  in  fight, 

Wi1  waving  fugh. 

The  cudgel  in  my  nieve  did  fhake, 
Each  brifll'd  hair  flood  like  a  flake, 
When  wi'  an  eldritch,  floor  quaick,  quaick, 

Amang  the  fprings, 
Awa  ye  fquatter'd  like  a  drake, 

On  whiflling  wings. 

Let  warlocks  grim,  an'  wither'd  hagry 
Tell  how  wi'  you  on  ragweed  nags, 
They  fkim  the  muirs  an'  dizzy  crags, 

Wi'  wicked  fpeed ; 
And  in  kirk-yards  renew  their  leagues, 

Owre  howkit  dead. 

Thence 


(  m  ) 

Thence,  countra  wives,  wi'  toil  an'  paiir, 
May  plunge  an'  plunge  the  kirn  in  vain ; 
For,  Oh  !  the  yellow  treafure's  taen 

*  By  witching  fkill ; 

An*  dawtit,  twal-pint  Hawkie's  gaen 

As  yell's  the  Bill. 

Thence,  myftic  knots  mak  great  abufe, 
On  young  Guidmen,  fond,  keen,  an'  croufe ; 
When  the  belt  wark-lume  i'  the  houfe, 

By  cantraip  wit, 
Is  inftant  made  no  worth  a  loufe> 

Juft  at  the  bit. 

When  thowes  dhTolve  the  fnawy  hoord, 
An*  float  the  jinglin  icy-boord, 
Then,  Water-kelpies  haunt  the  foord, 

By  your  direction, 
An*  nighted  Travelers  are  allur'd 

To  their  deftru&ion. 
E  4  And 


(     lo4     )    . 

An*  aft  your  mofs-traverfing  Spunkits 
Decoy  the  wight  that  late  an'  drunk  is : 
The  bleezin,  curft,  mifchievous  monkies 

Delude  his  eyes, 
Till  in  fome  miry  flough  he  funk  is, 

Ne'er  mair  to  rife. 

When  Mafons  myftic  word  an'  grip* 
In  florins  an'  tempefts  raife  you  up, 
Some  cock  or  cat  your  rage  maun  Hop, 

Or,  ftrange  ta  tell  L 
The  youngeft  Brother  ye  wad  whip 

AfFfhaught  to  h-lL 

Lang  fyne  in  Eden's  borne  yard, 
When  youthfu'  lovers  firft  were  pair'd, 
An'  all  the  Soul  of  Love  they  fhar'd, 

The  raptur'd  hour, 
Sweet  on  the  fragrant,  flow'ry  fwaird, 

In  fhady  bow'r : 

Then 


(     io5     ) 

Then  you,  ye  auld,  fnick-drawin-g  dog  I 
Ye  cam  to  Paradife  incog. 
An'  play'd  on  man  a  cuvfed  brogue, 

(Black  be  your  fa'  I) 
An'  gied  the  infant  warld  a  fliog, 

'Maift  ruin'd  a*. 

D'ye  mind  that  day,  when  in  a  bizz, 
Wi'  reek  it  duds,  an'  reeftit  gizz, 
Ye  did  prefent  your  fmoutie  phiz, 

'Mang  better  folk, 
An*  fklented  on  the  man  of  Uzz 

Your  fpitefu'  joke  ? 

An'  how  ye  gat  him  i'  your  thrall, 
An'  brak  him  out  o'  houfe  an'  hal', 
While  fcabs  an'  botches  did  him  gall, 

Wi'  bitter  claw, 
E  5  An* 


(       *°6      ) 

An'  lows'd  his  ill-tongu'd,  wicked  Scawl, 

Was  warft  ava? 

But  a'  your  doings  to  rehearfe, 
Your  wily  fnares  an'  fechtin  fierce, 
Sin'  that  day  Michael  *  did  you  piercer 

Down  to  this  time, 
Wad-  ding  a  Lallan  tongue,  or  Erfe, 

In  profe  or  rhyme. 

AnT  now,  auld  Cloots,  I  ken  ye're  thinkrn, 
A  certain  Bardie's  rantin,  drinkin, 
Some  lucklefs  hour  will  fend  him  linkin, 

To  your  black  pit ; 
But,  faith  !  he'll  turn  a  corner  jinkin, 

An'  cheat  you  yet. 

But,  fare  you  weel,  auld  Nickie-ben  ! 
O  wad  ye  tak  a  thought  an'  men'  ! 


Ye 


*  ViJs  Milton,  Book  VL 
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Ye  aiblins  might — I  dinna  ken — 

Still  hae  ajlake — 

I'm  wae  to  think  upo'  yon  den, 

Ev'n  for  your  fake  I 


£6  THE 
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THE 


DEATH  AND  DTING  WORDS 


O  F 


POOR       MAILIE, 

THE      AUTHOR'S      ONLY     PET      YOWE, 

AN  UNCO  MOURN  FIT  TALE. 


J\S  Mailie,  an*  her  lambs  thegither, 
Was  ae  day  nibbling  on  the  tether, 
Upon  her  cloot  ihe  cooft  a  hitch, 
An'  owre  ihe  warfl'd  in  the  ditch : 

There 


(     *°9     ) 

There,  groaning,  dying,  fhe  did  lie,. 
When  Hughoc  *  he  cam  doytin  by. 

Wi'  glowrin  een,  an'  lifted  han's, 
Poor  Hughoc  like  a  flatue  flan's ; 
He  faw  her  days  were  near  hand  ended, 
But,  waes  my  heart !  he  could  na  mend  it  !" 
He  gaped  wide,  but  naething  fpak, 
At  length  poor  Mailie  filence  brak. 

'  O  thou,  whafe  lamentable  face 
Appears  to  mourn  my  woefu'  cafe  ! 
My  dying  words  attentive  hear, 
An*  bear  them  to  my  Mailer  dear. 

'  Tell  him,  if  e'er  again  he  keep 
As  muckle  gear  as  buy  a  fheep, 
O,  bid  him  never  tie  them  mair 
Wi'  wicked  firings  o'  hemp  or  hair  \ 


But 


*  A  iieibor  herd-calIao> 
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But  ca'  them  out  to  park  or  hillr 
An'  let  them  wander  at  their  will : 
So  may  his  flock  increafe,  an'  grow 
To  fcores  o'  lambs,  an'  packs  o'  woo*  1 

1  Tell  him,  he  was  a  Mailer  kin*, 
An'  ay  was  guid  to  me  an'  mine ; 
An'  now  my  dying  charge  I  gie  him, 
My  helplefs  lambs,  I  trull  them  wi'  him> 

1  O,  bid  him  fave  their  harmlefs  lives, 
Frae  dogs,  an'  tods,  an'  butchers  knives  I 
But  gie  them  guid  cow-milk  their  fill, 
Till  they  be  fit  to  fend  themfel ; 
An'  tent  them  duly,  e'en  an'  morn, 
Wi'  teats  o'  hay  an'  ripps  o'  corn. 

4  An'  may  they  never  learn  the  gaets 
Of  ither  vile,  wanreflfu'  pets  I 

To 


(  III  ) 

To  flink  thro'  flaps,  an'  reave  an'  fteal, 
At  ftacks  o'  peafe,  or  flocks  o'  kail. 
So  may  they,  like  their  great  Forbears, 
For  monie  a  year  come  thro'  the  fheers : 
So  wives  will  gie  them  bits  o*  bread, 
An'    bairns    greet  for   them  when  they're 
dead. 

*  My  poor  toop-Ia?nb,  my  fon  an'  heir,. 
O,  bid  him  breed  him  up  wi'  care  ! 

An'  if  he  live  to  be  a  bear!:, 
To  pit  fome  havins  in  his  breaft  !^ 
An'  warn  him,  what  I  winna  name, 
To  flay  content  wi'  yowes  at  hame  ; 
An'  no  to  rin  an'  wear  his  cloots, 
Like  ither  menfelefs,  gracelefs,  brutes. 

*  An'  nieft  my  yowie,  filly  thing, 
Gude  keep  thee  frae  a  tether  firing  ! 

O 


(  *"  ) 

O,  may  thou  ne'er  forgather  up 
Wi'  oily  blaftit,  moorland  toop ; 
But  ay  keep  mind  to  moop  an'  mell, 
Wi'  fheep  o'  credit  like  thyfel  1 

'  And  now,  my  bairns,  wi'  my  lafl  breath, 
I  lea'e  my  bleffin  wi*  you  baith  : 
An'  when  you  think  upo'  your  Mither, 
Mind  to  be  kind  to  ane  anither. 

1  Now,  honed  Hughoc,  dinna  fail 
To  tell  my  Mailer  a'  my  tale  ; 
An'  bid  him  burn  this  curfed  tether, 
An,  for  thy  pains  thou'fe  get  my  blather/ 

This  faid,  poor  Mailie  turn'd  her  headr 
An'  clos'd  her  een  amang  the  dead  ! 


POOR 


(     H3     ) 


POOR      M  A   I  L   I  E*S 


ELEGY. 


JLyAMENT  in  rhyme,  lament  in  profe, 
Wi'  faut  tears  trickling  down  your  nofe  \ 
Our  Bardie's  fate  is  at  a  clofe, 

Paft  a'  remead ; 
The  laft,  fad  cape-ftane  of  his  woes ; 

Poor  Mailie's  dead  ! 

Its  no  the  lofs  o'  warl's  gear, 
That  could  fae  bitter  draw  the  tear, 
Or  mak  our  Bardie,   dowie,  wear 

The  mourning  weed  : 
He's  loft  a  friend  and  neebor  dear, 

In  Mailie  dead. 

Thro* 


(     **4     ) 

Thro'  a'  the  toun  fhe  trotted  by  him; 
A  lang  half-mile  (he  could  defcry  him ; 
Wi*  kindly  bleat,  when  fhe  did  fpy  him, 

She  ran  wi'  fpeed  : 
A  friend  mair  faithfu'  ne'er  earn  nigh  him, 

Than  Ma  Hie  dead* 

I  wat  fhe  was  a  fheep  o'  fenfe, 
An'  could  behave  herfel  wi'  menfe : 
I'll  fay't,  me   never  brak  a  fence, 

Thro*  thievifh  greed. 
Our  Bardie,  lanely,  keeps  the  Spence 

Sin'  Mailie's  dead. 

Or,  if  he  wanders  up  the  howe, 
Her  living  image  in  her  yowe> 
Comes  bleating  to  him,  owre  the  knowe* 

For  bits  o'  bread  ; 
An'  down  the  briny  pearls  rowe 

For  Maille  dead. 

She 
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She  was  nae  get  o'  moorland  tips, 
Wi'  tawted  ket,  an*  hairy  hips ; 
For  her  forbears  were  brought  in  fhips, 

Frae  yont  the  Tweed: 
A  homzxflee/h  ne'er  crofs'd  the  clips 

Than  Mailie's  dead. 

Wae  worth  the  man  wha  flrfl  did  fhape 
That  vile,  wanchancie  tiling — a  rape  ! 
It  maks    guid  fellows  girn  an'  gape, 

Wi'  chokin  dread ; 
An'  Robin' s  bonnet  wave  wi'  crape 

For  Mailie  dead. 

O,  a'  ye  Bards  on  bonie  Boon  ! 
An'  wha  on  Ayr  your  chanters  tune  ! 
Come,  join  the  melancholious   croon 

O'  Robin9  s  reed  ! 
His  heart  will  never  get  aboon  ! 

His  Mailie's  dead ! 

TO 


t     116    ) 


J-   s 


T  O 


#      &      #      # 


Friendjhip  !  myjlerious  cement  of  the  foul! 
Sweetner  of  Life,  and  folder  of  Society  ! 

I  owe  thee  much. 

\  Blair. 


•L/EAR  S****,  the  fleeeft,  paukie  thief, 
That  e'er  attempted  Health  or  rief, 
Ye  furely  hae  fome  warlock-breef 

Owre  human  hearts  ; 
For  ne'er  a  bofom  yet  was  prief 

Againft  your  arts. 

For 


(     H7     ) 

For  me,  I  fwear  by  fun  an'  moon, 
And  ev'ry  ftar  that  blinks  aboon, 
Ye've  cofl  me  twenty  pair  o'  moon 

Jufl  gaun  to  fee  you ; 
And  ev'ry  ither  pair  that's  done, 

Mair  taen  I'm  wis  you. 

That  auld,  capricious  carlin,  Nature, 
To  mak  amends  for  fcrimpet  ftature, 
She's  turn'd  you  off,  a  human  creature 

On  her  firjl  plan, 
And  in  her  freaks,  on  ev'ry  feature, 

She's  wrote,  the  Man, 

Jufl  now  I've  taen  the  fit  o'  rhyme, 
My  barmie  noddle's  working  prime, 
My  fancy  yerkit  up  fublime 

Wi'  hafty  fummon  : 
Hae  ye  a   leifure-moment's  time 

To  hear  what's  comin  ? 

Some 


C     i,8     ) 

"Some  rhyme  a  neebor's  name  to  lam  ; 
Some  rhyme  (vain  thought !)  for  needfu'cafh ; 
Some  rhyme  to  court  the  countra  clafh, 

An'  raife  a  din ; 
For  me,  an  aim  I  never  fafh  ; 

I  rhyme  for  fun. 

The  flar  that  rules  my  lucklefs  lot, 
Has  fated  me  the  riuTet  coat, 
An'  damn'd  my  fortune  to  the  groat ; 

But,  in  requit, 
Has  bleft  me  wi'  a  random  fhot 

O'  countra  wit. 

This  while  my  notion's  taen  a  fklent, 
To  try  my  fate  in  guid,  black  prent ; 
But  ftill  the  mair  I'm  that  way  bent, 

Something  cries,  *  Hoolie  ! 
*  I  red  you,  honeft  man,  tak  tent ! 

'  Ye'll  fhavv  your  folly. 
'  There's 
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*  There's  ither  poets,  much  your  betters, 
'  Far  feen  in  Greek,  deep  men  o'  letters, 

*  Hae  thought  they  had  enfur'd  their  debtors, 

1  A'  future  ages ; 

*  Now  moths  deform  in  fhapelefs  tatters, 

'  Their  unknown  pages.' 

Then  farewel  hopes  o'  laurel-boughs, 
To  garland  my  poetic  brows  ! 
Henceforth  I'll  rove  where  bufy  ploughs 

Are  wThiftling  thrang, 
An'  teach  the  lanely  heights  an'  howes 

My  ruftic  fang. 

I'll  wander  on,  with  tentlefs  heed 
How  never-halting  moments  fpeed, 
Till  fate  fhall  fnap  the  brittle  thread  ; 

Then,  all  unknown, 
I'll  lay  me  with  th'  inglorious  dead, 
Forgot  and  gone ! 

But 


But  why  o'  Death  begin  a  tale  ? 
Juft  now  we're  living,  found  an'  hale  ; 
Then  top  and  maintop  croud  the  fail, 

Heave  Care  o'er-fide  ! 
And  large,  before  Enjoyment's  gale, 

Let's  tak  the  tide. 

This  life,  fae  far's  I  underftand, 
Is  a'  enchanted  fairy-land, 
Where  Pleafure  is  the  Magic  Wand, 

That,  wielded  right, 
Maks  Hours  like  Minutes,  hand  in  hand, 

Dance  by  fu'  light. 

The  magic-wand  then  let  us  wield  ; 
For,  ance  that  five-an'-forty's  fpeel'd, 
See,  crazy,  weary,  joylefs  Eild, 

Wi*  wrinkPd  face, 
Comes  hoftin,  hirplin  owre  the  field, 

Wi*  creeping  pace. 

When 


(  121  ) 

Wnen  ance  life's  day  draws  near  the  gloa* 
min, 
Then  fareweel  vacant,  carelefs  roamin  ; 
\n'  fareweel  chearfu'  tankards  foamin, 

An'  focial  noife.; 
An'  fareweel  dear,  deluding  woman, 

The  joy  of  joys ! 

O  Life !  how  pleafant  in  thy  morning, 
Young  Fancy's  rays  the  hills  adorning  ! 
Cold-paufing  Caution's  lelfon  fcorning, 

We  friik  away, 
Like  fchool-boys,  at  th'  expected  warning, 

To  joy  and  play. 

We  wander  there,  we  wander  here, 
We  eye  the  rofe  upon  the  brier, 
Unmindful  that  the  thorn  is  near, 

Among  the  leaves ; 

Vol.  J,  F  And 
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And  tho'  the  puny  wound  appear, 

Short  while  it  grieves. 

Some,  lucky,  find  a  flow'ry  fpot, 
For  which  they  never  toil'd  nor  fwat ; 
They  drink  the  fweet  and  eat  the  fat, 

But  care  or  pain  ; 
And,  haply,  eye  the  barren  hut 

With  high  difdain. 

With  fteady  aim,  fome  Fortune  chafe  ; 
Keen  hope  does  ev'ry  linew  brace  ; 
Thro*  fair,  thro'  foul,  they  urge  the  race, 

And  feize  the  prey  : 
Then  canie,  in  fome  cozie  place, 

They  clofe  the  day. 

And  others,  like  your  humble  fervan', 
Poor  wights !  nae  rules  nor  roads  obfervin ; 

To 
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To  right  or  left,  eternal  fwervin, 

They  zig-zag  on ; 

Till  curft  with  age,  obfcure  an'  ftarvin, 

They  aften  groan. 

Alas !  what  bitter  toil  an'  draining — 
But  truce  with  pee  villi,  poor  complaining  ! 
Is  Fortune's  fickle  Luna  waning  ? 

E'en  let  her  gang  ! 
Beneath  what  light  fhe  has  remaining, 

Let's  ung  our  fang. 

My  pen  I  here  fling  to  the  door, 
And  kneel,'  Ye  Pow'rs  !'  and  warm  implore. 
•  Tho'  I  mould  wander  Terra  o'er, 

1  In  all  her  climes, 
4  Grant  me  but  this,  I  afk  no  more, 

6  Av  row th  o'  rhymes, 

F  2  Gic 
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{  Gie  dreeping  roads  to  countra  Lairds, 

•  Till  icicles  hing  frae  their  beards ; 

'  Gie  line  braw  claes  to  fine  Life-guards, 

*  And  Maids  of  Honor ; 

*  And  yill  an'  whifky  gie  to  Cairds, 

*  Until  they  fconner. 

4  A  Title,  Dempjier  merits  it ; 
1  A  Garter  gie  to  Willie  Pitt ; 
4  Gie  Wealth  to  fome  be-ledger'd  Cit, 

4  In  cent,  per  cent. ; 
4  But  give  me  real,  fterling  Wit, 

4  And  I'm  content. 

4  While  Ye  are  pleas'd  to  keep  me  hale, 
4  I'll  lit  down  o'er  my  fcanty  meal, 
4  Be't  <water-brofe,  or  mvjlin-kail, 

1  Wi'  chearfu'  face, 
4  As  lang's  the  Mufes  dinna  fail 

4  To  fay  the  grace.' 


An 
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An  anxious  e'e  I  never  throws 
Behint  my  lug,  or  by  my  nofe  ; 
I  jouk  beneath  Misfortune's  blows 

As  we  el's  I  may  ; 
Sworn  foe  to  Sorrow,  Care,  and  Profe, 

I  rhyme  away. 

O  ye  douce  folk,  that  live  by  rule, 
Grave,  tidelefs-blooded,  calm  and  cool, 
Compar'd  wi'  you — O  fool !  fool !  fool ! 

How  much  unlike  ! 
Your  hearts  are  juft  a  {landing  pool, 

Your  lives,  a  dyke  I 

Nae  hair-brain'd,  fentimental  traces-, 

In  your  unletter'd,  namelefs  faces ! 

In  ariofo  trills  and  graces 

Ye  never  flray, 

But  graviJJimOy  folemn  bafTes 

Ye  hum  away, 
F  3 
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Ye  are  fae  grave,  nae  doubt  ye're  wife  j 
Nae  ferly  tho'  ye  do  defpife 
The  hairum-fcairum,  ram-flam  boys, 

The  rattling  fquad  : 
I  fee  you  upward  caft  your  eyes — 

— Ye  ken  the  road. — 

Whilft  I — but  I  mall    baud   me  there — 
Wi'   you  Til  fcarce  gang   ony  where— 
Then,  Jamie,  I  fhall  fay  nae  mair, 

But  quat  my  fang, 
Content  with  Ton  to  mak  a  pair, 

Whare'er  I  gang* 
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DREAM. 


Thoughts \  words,  and  deeds,  the  Statute  blames 

with  reafon  ; 
But  furely  Dveaxns  were  ne'er  indiEled  Treafon. 

[On  reading,  in  the  public  Papers,  the  Laureates 
Odey  with  the  other  parade  of  June  4.  1786,  the 
Author  was  no  fooner  dropt  afleep,  than  he  ima- 
gined himfelf  tranfported  to  the  Birth-day  Levee  j 
and  in  his  dreaming  fancy,  made  the  following 
Addrefs.-] 

I. 

V*  UID-MORNIN  to  your  Majefty  I 
May  heaven  augment  your  bliiTes, 

F  4  Qu 
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On  ev'ry  new  Birth-day  ye  fee, 

A  humble  Poet  wifhes ! 
My  Bardfhip  here,  at  your  Levee, 

On  lie  a  day  as  this  is, 
Is  fure  an  uncouth  fight  to  fee, 

Amang  thae  Birth-day  dreffes 

Sae  fine  this  day 


II. 


I  fee  ye're  complimented  thrang, 

By  many  a  lord  an'  lady ; 
'  God  fave  the  King  !"sa  cuckoo  fang 

That's  unco  eafy  faid  ay ; 
The  Poets,  too,  a  venal  gang, 

Wi'  rhymes  weel-turn'd  and  ready, 
Wad  gar  you  trow  ye  ne'er  do  wrang, 

But  ay  unerring  fteady, 

On  lie  a  day. 


III. 


(     **9     > 


III. 

For  me  !  before  a  Monarch's  face, 

Ev'n  there  I  winna  flatter ; 
For  neither  Penfion,  Poft,  nor  Place, 

Am  I  your  humble  debtor  : 
So,  nae  reflection  on  Tour  Grace, 

Your  Kingfhip  to  befpatter ; 
There's  monie  waur  been  o'  the  Race, 
And  aiblins  ane  been  better 

Than  You  this  day, 

IV. 

Tis  very  true,  my  fovereign  King-, 
My  fkill  may  weel  be  doubted : 

But  Fads  are  cheels  that  winna  ding; 
An'  downa  be  difputed  : 

F  5  Your 
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Your  Royal  Neil,  beneath  Your  wing, 
Is  e'en  right  reft  an'  clouted, 

And  now  the  third  part  of  the  firing, 
An'  lefs,  will  gang  about  it 

Than  did  ae    day. 


V. 


Far  be't  frae  me  that  I  afpire 

To  blame  your  Legiflation, 
Or  fay,  ye  wifdom  want,  or  fire, 

To  rule  this  mighty  nation  ? 
But,  faith  !  I  muckle  doubt,  my  Sire, 

YeVe  trufled  Miniitration 
To  chaps,  wha,  in  a  barn  or  byre, 

Wad  better  filFd  their  ftation 

Than  courts  yon  day. 


VI. 
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VI. 

And  now  ye've  gien  auld  Britain  peace, 

Her  broken  lhins  to  plaifter ; 
Your  fair  taxation  does  her  fleece, 

Till  fhe  has  fcarce  a  tefter  : 
For  me,  thank  God,  my  life's  a  leq/e, 

Nae  bargain  wearing  fafter, 
Or,  faith !  I  fear,  that,  wi'  the  geefe, 

I  fhortly  boofl  to  pafture 

I'  the  craft  fome  dzy>. 

VIL 

I'm  no  miftrufling  Willie  Pitt, 

When  taxes  he  enlarges, 
(An'  Will's  a  true  guid  fallow's  Get, 

A  Name  not  Envy  fpairges) 

F  6  That 
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That  he  intends  to  pay  your  debt, 

An'  lefTen  a'^your  charges ; 
But,  G-d-fake  !  let  nae  faving-Jit 

Abridge  your  bonie  Barges 

An'  Boats  this  day, 

VIII. 

Adieu,  my  Liege!  may  Freedom  geek 

Beneath  your  high  protection  ; 
An*  may  Ye  rax  Corruption's  neck, 

And  gie  her  for  direction  ! 
But  fince  I'm  here,  I'll  no  neglect, 

In  loyal,  true  affection, 
To  pay  your  J^jieen,  with  due  refpect, 

My  fealty  an'  fubjeclion 

This  great  Birth-day, 


IX. 
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IX. 

Hail,  Majejly  nwjl  Excellent  ! 

While  Nobles  ftrive  to  pleafe  Ye> 
Will  Ye  accept  a  Compliment 

A  fimple  Poet  gies  Ye  ? 
Thae  bonie  Bairntime,  Heav'n  has  lent. 

Still  higher  may  they  heeze  Ye 
In  blifs,  till  Fate  fome  day  is  fent, 

For  ever  to  releafe  Ye 

Frae  Care  that  day> 

x- 

For  you,  young  Potentate  o'  W , 

I  tell  your  Hlghnefs  fairly, 
Down  Pleafure's  ftream,  wi'  fwelling  fails, 

I'm  tauld  ye're  driving  rarely  ; 
But  fome  day  ye  may  gnaw  your  nails, 

An'  curfe  your  folly  fairly, 

That 
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That  e'er  ye  brak  Diana's  pales, 
Or  rattl'd  dice  wi'  Charlie 

By  night  or  day„ 

XL 

Yet  aft  a  ragged  Cowters  been  known- 

To  mak  a  noble  Aiver  ; 
So,  ye  may  doucely  fill  a  Throne, 

For  a  their  clifh-ma-claver  : 
There,  Him  *  at  Agincourt  wha  fhone, 

Few  better  were  or  braver ; 
And  yet,  wi'  funny,  queer  Sir  John  f, 

He  was  an  unco  fhaver 

For  monie  a  day, 

XII. 

\King  Henry  V. 

f  Sir  John  Falftaff.  Fide  Shakefpeare* 
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XII. 

For  you,  right  rev'rend  O , 

Nane  fets  the  lawn-Jleeve  fweeter, 
Altho'  a  ribban  at  your  lug 

Wad  been  a  drefs  completer : 
As  ye  difown  yon  paughty  dog 

That  bears  the  Keys  of  Peter, 
Then,  fvvith  !  an'  get  a  wife  to  hug, 

Or,  trouth  !  ye'll  ftain  the  Mitre 

Some  lucklefs  day, 

XIIL 

Young,  royal  Tarry  B reeks,  I  learn, 
Ye've  lately  come  athwart  her; 

A  glorious  Galley  *,  Hem  and  ftern, 
Weel  rigg'd  for  Venus  barter ; 


But 


*  Alluding  to  the  News-paper  account  of  a  certain 
Royal  Sailor's  amour. 
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But  firft  hang  out,  that  fhe'll  difcern 

Your  hymeneal  charter, 
Then  heave  aboard  your  grapple  aim, 

An',  large  upon  her  quarter 

Come  full  that  day*. 

XIV. 

Ye  laftly,  bonie  blofibms  a', 

Ye  royal  Lafles  dainty, 
Heav'n  mak  you  guid  as  weel  as  braw* 

An'   gie  you  lads  a  plenty  : 
But  fneer  na  Briti/Jj  boys  awa\ 

For  Kings  are  unco  fcant  ay  ; 
An'  German  Gentles  are  but  fma\ 

They're  better  juft  than  want  ay 
On  onie  day. 

XV. 

God  blefs  you  a'T  confider  now, 
Ye're  unco  muckle  dautet  ; 


But 
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But  ere  the  courfe  o'  life  be  through, 

It  may  be  bitter  fautet ; 
An'  I  h   ;  feen  their  coggie  fou, 
That  vet  hae  tarrow't  at  it ; 
But  01  che  day  was  done,  I  trow, 
iaggen  they  hae  ciautet 

Fu'  clean  that  day. 


THE 
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T  H  E 


VISION. 


ii'oir •    i  I ">ifiiiTBi  r -' 


BUAN      FIRST*. 

-I  HE  fun  had  clos'd  the  winter  day, 
The  Curlers  quat  their  roaring  play, 
An*  hunger'd  Maukin  taen  her  way 

To  kail-yards  green, 

While 

*  Duan,  a  term  of  Ofiian's  for  the  different  divifions  of 
a  digrefiive  Poem.  See  his  Cath-Loda,  vol.  2.  of  M'Phei fan's 
Tranflation. 
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While  faithlefs  fnaws  ilk  ftep  betray 

Whare  flie  has  been. 

The  Threfher's  weary  fllngin-treey 
The  lee-lang  day  had  tired  me  ; 
And  when  the  Day  had  clos'd  his  e'e, 

Far  i'  the  Weft, 
Ben  i'  the  Spence,  right  penfivelie, 

I  gaed  to  reft. 

There,  lanely,  by  the  ingle-cheek, 
I  fat  and  ey'd  the  fpewing  reek, 
That  fill'd,  wi'  hoaft-provoking  fmeek, 

The  auld,  clay  biggin  ; 
And  heard  the  reftlefs  rattons  fqueak 

About  the  riggin. 

All  in  this  mottie,  mifty  clime, 
I  backward  mus'd  on  wailed  time,. 


How 
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How  I  had  fpent  my  youthfu'  prime, 

An'  done  nae-thing,. 

But  ftringin  blethers  up  in  rhyme 

For  fools  to  ling. 

Had  I  to  guid  advice  but  harkit, 
I  might,  by  this,  hae  led  a  market, 
Or  ftrutted  in  a  Bank  and  clarkit 

My  caih-account  : 
While  here,  half-mad,  half-fed,  half-farkit* 

Is  a'  th'  amount. 

I  flarted,  muttering,  blockhead  !  coof ! 
And  heav'd  on  high  my  waukit  loof, 
To  fwear  by  a'  yon  ftarry  roof, 

Or  fome  rafh  aith, 
That  I,  henceforth,  would  be  rhyme-proof 

Till  my  lait  breath — 


When 
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When  click!  the  firing  the  fnick  did  draw; 
And  jee  !  the  door  gaed  to  the  wa' ; 
And  by  my  ingle-lowe  1  faw, 

Now  bleezin  bright, 
A  tight,  outlandifh  Hizzie,  braw, 

Come  full  in  fight. 

Ye  need  na  doubt,  I  held  my  whifht ; 
The  infant  aith,  half-form'd,  was  crufht ; 
I  glowr'd  as  eerie's  I'd  been  dufht 

In  fome  wild  glen  ; 
When  fweet,  like  modeft  Worth,  fhe  bliifht. 

And  ftepped  ben. 

Green,  flender,  leaf-clad  Holly-boughs 
Were  twilled,  gracefu',  round  her  brows, 
I  took  her  for  fome  Scottijh  Mufe, 

By  that  fame  token  ; 
And  come  to  Hop  thofe  recklefs  vows, 

Would  foon  been  broken. 

A 
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A  *  hair-brain'd,  fentimental  trace ' 
Was  ftrongly  marked  in  her  face  ; 
A  wildly-witty,  ruflic  grace 

Shone  full  upon  her ; 
iler  eye,  ev'n  turn'd  on  empty  fpace, 

Beam'd  keen  with  Honor. 

Down  flow'd  her  robe,  a  tartan  fheen, 
Till  half  a  leg  was  fcrimply  feen  ; 
And  fuch  a  leg  !  my  bonie  Jean 

Could  only  peer  it ; 
Sae  ftraught,  fae  taper,  tight  and  clean, 

Nane  elfe  came  near  it. 

Her  Mantle  large,  of  greenifh  hue, 
My  gazing  wonder  chiefly  drew  ; 
Deep  lights  and Jhades,  bold-mingling,  threw 

A  luftre  grand  ; 
And  feem'd,  to  my  aftonifh'd  view, 

A  well-known  Land. 

Here 
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Here,  rivers  in  the  fea  were  loft ; 
There,  mountains  to  the  ikies  were  toft  : 
Here,  tumbling  billows  mark'd  the  coaft, 

With  furging  foam ; 
There,  diftant  fhone  Art's  lofty  boaft, 

The  lordly  dome. 

Here,  Boon  pour'd  down   his   far-fetch'd 
floods ; 
There,  well-fed  Irwine  ftatley  thuds  : 
Auld  hermit  Ayr  flaw  thro'  his  woods, 

On  to  the  ihore ; 
And  many  a  lefTer  torrent  feuds, 

With  feeming  roar. 

Low,  in  a  fandy  valley  fpread, 
An  ancient  Borough  rear'd  her  head  ; 
Still,  as  in  Scottifh  ftory  read, 

She  boafts  a  Race, 

To 
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To  ev'ry  nobler  virtue  bred, 

And  polifh'd  grace, 

By  flately  tow'r,  or  palace  fair, 
Or  ruins  pendent  in  the  air, 
Bold  items  of  Heroes,  here  and  there, 

I  could  difcern ; 

Some  feem'd  to  mufe,  fome  feem'd  to  dare, 

With  feature  Hern. 

My  heart  did  glowing  tranfport  feel, 
To  fee  a  Race  *  heroic  wheel, 
And  brandifh  round  the  deep-dy'd  fteel 

In  fturdy  blows ; 
While  back-recoiling  feem'd  to  reel 

Their  Suthron  foes. 


His 


•  The  Wallaces. 
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His  Country's  Saviour  *,  mark  him 
well ! 
Bold  Richardton's  f  heroic  fwell ; 
The  Chief  on  Sark  \  who  glorious  fell, 

In  high  command  ; 
And  He  whom  ruthlefs  Fates  expel 

His  native  land. 

There 

*  William  Wallace. 

•j*  Adam  Wallace  of  Richardton,  coufin  of  the  im- 
mortal Preferver  of  Scottifh  Independence. 

%  Wallace  Laird  of  Craigie,  who  was  fecond  in  com- 
mand,  under  Douglas  Earl  of  Oimond,  at  the  famous 
battle  on  the  banks  of  Sark,  fought  anno  1448.  That 
glorious  victory  was  principally  owing  to  the  judicious 
conduct  and  intrepid  valour  of  the  gallant  Laird  of 
Craigie,  who  died  of  his  wounds  after  the  a&ion. 

Vol.  I.  G 
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There,  where  a  fceptr'd  Piftijh  f  iliade 
Stalk'd  round  his  afhes  lowly  laid, 
I  mark'd  a  martial  Race,  pourtray'd 

In  colours  llrong  ; 
Bold,  foldier-featur'd,  undifmay'd 

They  flrode  along. 

\  Thro'  many  a  wild,  romantic  grove, 
Near  many  a  hermit-fancy'd  cove, 
(Fit  haunts  for  Friendfhip  or  for  Love, 

In  mufing  mood) 
An  aged  Judge \  I  faw  him  rove, 

Difpenfing  good. 

With 

f  Coilus  King  of  the  Pi&s,  from  whom  the  diftrict 
of  Kyle  is  faid  to  take  its  name,  lies  buried,  as  tradi- 
tion fays,  near  the  family-feat  of  the  Montgomeries  of 
Coilsfield,  where  his  burial  place  is  Hill  fhown. 

%  Barfkimraing,  the  feat  of  the  Lord  Juftice  Clerk. 
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*  With  deep-ftruck,  reverential  awe, 
The  learned  Sire  and  Son  I  faw, 
To  Nature's  God  and  Nature's  law 

They  gave  their  lore, 
This,  all  its  fource  and  end  to  draw, 

That,  to  adore. 

Brydorts  brave  Ward  f  I  well  could  fpy, 
Beneath  old  Scotia's  fmiling  eye  ; 
Who  call'd  on  Fame,  low  Handing  by, 

To  hand  him  on, 
Where  many  a  Patriot-name  on  high 

And  Hero  fhone. 

G  2  DUAN 

*  Catrlne,  the  feat  of  the   late   Doctor,  and  prefent 
ProfefTor  Stewart. 

f  Colonel  Fullarton. 
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DUAN    SECOND. 

With  mufing-deep,  aftonim'd  flare, 
I  view'd  the  heavenly-feeming  Fair  \ 
A  whifp'ring  throb  did  witnefs  bear 

Of  kindred  fweet, 
When  with  an  elder  Sifter's  air 

She  did  me  greet. 

'  All  hail !  my  own  infpired  Bard  ! 
4  In  me  thy  native  Mufe  regard  ! 
'  Nor  longer  mourn  thy  fate  is  hard, 

'  Thus  poorly  low  ! 
*  I  come  to  give  thee  fuch  reward 

4  As  we  beftow. 

*  Know,  the  great  Genius  of  this  Land 
'  Has  many  a  light,  aerial  band, 

<  Who 
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4  Who,  all  beneath  his  high  command, 

'  Harmonioufly, 

*  As  Arts  or  Arms  they  underftand, 

*  Their  labors  ply. 

4  They  Scotia's  Race  among  them  fliare ; 

*  Some  fire  the  Soldier  on  to  dare ; 

*  Some  roufe  the  Patriot  up  to  bare 

*  Corruption's  heart : 

*  Some  teach  the  Bard,  a  darling  care, 

'  The  tuneful  art. 

*  'Mong  f welling  floods  of  reeking  gore, 

*  They  ardent,  kindling  fpirits  pour  ; 
1  Or,  mid  the  venal  Senate's  roar, 

*  They,  fightlefs,  Hand, 

*  To  mend  the  honed  Patriot-lore, 

*  And  grace  the  hand. 

G  3  '  And 
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*  And  when  the  Bard,  or  hoary  Sage, 
4  Charm  or  inftrucl  the  future  age, 
4  They  bind  the  wild,  Poetic  rage 

1  In  energy, 

*  Or  point  the  inconclulive  page 

1  Full  on  the  eye. 

*  Hence,  Fullarton,  the  brave  and  young ; 

*  Hence,  Dempjler's  zeal-infpired  tongue  ; 

*  Hence,  fweet  harmonious  Beattie  fung 

4  His  "  Minftrel  lays  f 
4  Or  tore,  with  noble  ardour  ilung, 

4  The  Sceptic's  bays, 

1  To  lower  orders  are  aflign'd 

4  The  humbler  ranks  of  Human-kind, 

4  The  ruftic  Bard,  the  lab'ring  Hind, 

4  The  Artifan ; 
4  All  chufe,  as  various  they're  inclin'd, 

4  The  various  man. 

When 
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'  When  yellow  waves  the  heavy  grain, 

1  The  threatening  ftorm  fome,  ftrongly,  rein  ; 

1  Some  teach  to  meliorate  the  plain 

1  With  tillage-fkill ; 
4  And  fome  inftru£t  the  Shepherd-train, 

4  Blythe  o'er  the  hill. 

*  Some  hint  the  Lover's  harmlefs  wile ; 

4  Some  grace  the  Maiden's  artlefs  fmile  : 
1  Some  foothe  the  Lab'rer's  weary  toil, 

4  For  humble  gains, 
4  And  make  his  cottage-fcenes  beguile 

•  His  cares  and  pains. 

4  Some,  bounded  to  a  diftrict-fpace, 
4  Explore  at  large  Man's  infant  race, 

*  To  mark  the  embryotic  trace 

*  Of  rufiic  Bard ; 

4  And  careful  note  each  op'ning  grace, 

'.  A  guide  and  guard. 
G4  Of 


(    '5^    ) 

1  Of  thefe  am  I — Coila  my  name ; 

1  And  this  diftrict  as  mine  I  claim, 

'  Where  once  the  Campbells,  chiefs  of  famer 

*  Held  ruling  pow'r  : 

*  I  mark'd  thy  embryo-tuneful  flame, 

*  Thy  natal  hour. 

4  With  future  hope,  I  oft  would  gaze, 
4  Fond,  on  thy  little  early  ways, 

*  Thy  rudely-caroll'd,  chiming  phrafe, 

'  In  uncouth  rhymes, 

*  Fir'd  at  the  fimple,  artlefs  lays 

*  Of  other  times* 

1  I  faw  thee  feek  the  founding  more, 
i  Delighted  with  the  dafhing  roar ; 
1  Or  when  the  North  his  fleecy  ftore 

*  Drove  thro'  the  Iky, 
4  I  faw  grim  Nature's  vifage  hoar 

*  Struck  thy  young  eye. 

«  Or 


*  Or  when  the  deep  green-mantl'd  Earth 
'  Warm  cherifh'd  ev'ry  floweret's  birth, 

*  And  joy  and  mufic  pouring  forth 

*  In  ev'ry  grove, 

i  I  faw  thee  eye  the  gen'ral  mirth 

1  With  boundlefs  leve, 

4  When  ripeivd  fields,  and  azure  fkies, 
1  Call'd  forth  the  Reaper's  milling  noife, 

*  I  faw  thee  leave  their  ev'ning  joys, 

*  And  lonely  ftalk, 
6  To  vent  thy  bofom's  fwelling  rife 

*  In  penfive  walk. 

*  When  youthful  Love,  warm-blufliing  ftrong, 
4  Keen-fhivering  fhot  thy  nerves  along, 

4  Thofe  accents,  grateful  to  thy  tongue, 

'  TV  adored  Name, 

1  I  taught  thee  how  to  pour  in  fong, 

1  To  foothe  thy  flame. 
GS  *  I 


C    154   ) 

1  I  faw  thy  pulfe's  maddening  play, 

*  Wild  fend  thee  Pleafure's  devious  way, 
'  Milled  by  Fancy's  meteor-ray, 

1  By  Paffion  driven ; 
4  But  yet  the  light  that  led  aflray 

4  Was  light  from  Heaven. 

8  I  taught  thy  manners-painting  drains, 
1  The  loves,  the  ways  of  limple  fwains, 
4  Till  now,  o'er  all  my  wide  domains 

*  Thy  fame  extends ; 
4  And  fome,  the  pride  of  Coila's  plains, 

4  Become  thy  friends. 

"  Thou  canft  not  learn,  nor  I  can  mow, 

c  To  paint  with  Thomforfs  landfcape  glow ; 

*  Or  wake  the  bofom-melting  throe, 

*  With  ShenJlone\  art ; 
\  Or  pour,  with  Gray,  the  moving  flow 

4  Warm  on  the  heart. 

la 

•  Yet 


(    155    ) 

•  Yet,  all  beneath  th'  unrivall'd  Rofe, 
4  The  lowly  Daify  fweetly  blows ; 

4  Tho'  large  the  foreft's  Monarch  thrown 

*  His  army  fhade, 

*  Yet  green  the  juicy  Hawthorn  growsr 

4  Adown  the  glade  ^ 

;  Then  never  murmur  nor  repine  ; 

4  Strive  in  thy  humble  fphere  to  lliine  y 

■  And  trufl  me,  not  Potofi's  mine, 

*  Nor  King's  regard, 
4  Can  give  a  blifs  o'ermatching  thine, 

4  A  ruftic  Bard. 

-  To  give  my  counfels  all  in  one, 
4  Thy  tuneful  flame  flill  careful  fan  ; 
4  Preferve  the  dignity  of  Man, 

4  With  Soul  erecl  ; 
*  And  trufl,  the  Univerfal  Plan 

4  Will  all  protect. 

G  6  4  And 


(    156     ) 

•  And  wear  thou  this' — ihe  folemn  faid. 
And  bound  the  Holly  round  my  head  : 
The  polifh'd  leaves,  and  berries  red, 

Did  milling  play  ;. 
And,  like  a  paffing  thought,  ihe  fled 

In  light  away*. 


^  t 


ADDRESS 


(    J57    ) 
ADDRESS 

TO    THE 

UNCO        G    U    I    A 

OR.    THE 

RIGIDLY     RIGHTEOUS, 


My  fon ,  thefe  maxims  make  a  rule, 

And  lump  them  ay  thegither ; 
The  Rigid  Righteous  is  a  fool, 

The  Rigid  Wife  anither  : 
The  cleaneft  corn  that  e'er  was  dight 

May  hae fome pyles  o'  coffin; 
So  ne'er  a  fellow-creature  flight 

For  random  fits  o'  daffin. 

Solomon. — Ecclcf.  ch.  vii.   ver.   16. 

I. 

\J  YE  wha  are  fae  guid  yourfel, 
Sae  pious  and  fae  holy. 

Ye've 


(     158    ) 

YeVe  nought  to  do  but  mark  and  tell 
Your  Neebours'  fauts  and  folly  ! 

Whafe  life  is  like  a  weel-gaun  mill, 
Supply 'd  wi'  ftore  o'  water, 

The  heapet  happer's  ebbing  ft ill, 
And  ftill  the  clap  plays  clatter. 

II. 

Hear  me,  ye  venerable  Core, 

As  counfel  for  poor  mortals, 
That  frequent  pafs  douce  Wifdom's  door 

For  glaikit  Folly's  portals ; 
I,  for  their  thoughtlefs,  carelefs  fakes, 

Would  here  propone  defences, 
Their  donfie  tricks,  their  black  miftakes. 

Their  failings  and  mifchances. 


III. 

Ye  fee  your  ftate  wi'  their's  compar'd, 
And  fhudder  at  the  nifFer, 


But 


(  ftp  ) 

But  caft  a  moment's  fair  regard, 
What  maks  the  mighty  differ ; 

Difcount  what  fcant  occafion  gave, 
That  purity  ye  pride  in, 

And  (what's  aft  mair  than  a'  the  lave) 
Your  better  art  o'  hiding. 

IV. 

Think,    when  your  cafligated  pulie 

Gies  now  and  then  a  wallop, 
What  ragings  muft  his  veins  convulfe. 

That  ftill  eternal  gallop  : 
Wi'  wind  and  tide  fair  i*  your  tail, 

Right  on  ye  feud  your  fea-way ; 
But,  in  the  teeth  o'  baith  to  fail, 

It  maks  an  unco  leeway. 

.     V. 

See  Social-life  and  Glee  fit  down, 
All  joyous  and  unthinking, 


Till 


(     i6o     ) 

Till,  quite  tranfmugrify'd,  they're  grown 

Debauchery  and  Drinking  : 
O  would  they  flay  to  calculate 

Th'  eternal  confequences ; 
Or  your  more  dreaded  h-11  to  (later 

D-mnation  of  expences ! 

VI. 

Ye  high,  exalted,  virtuous  Dames, 

Ty'd  up  in  godly  laces, 
Before  ye  gie  poor  Frailty  names, 

Suppofe  a  change  o'  cafes ; 
A  dear-lov'd  lad,  convenience  fnug. 

A  treacherous  inclination 

But'  let  me  whifper  i'  your  lug, 

Ye're  aiblins  nae  temptation. 


VII. 

Then  gently  fcan  your  brother  Man, 
Still  gentler  filler  Woman  ; 


Tho* 


(     i6i    ) 

Tho'  they  may  gang  a  kennin  wrang, 

To  flep  alide  is  human  : 
One  point  mull  flill  be  greatly  dark, 

The  moving  Why  they  do  it ; 
And  juft  as  lamely  can  ye  mark, 

How  far  perhaps  they  rue  it. 

VIII. 

Who  made  the  heart,  'tis  He  alone 

Decidedly  can  try  us, 
He  knows  each  chord  its  various  tone, 

Each  fpring  its  various  bias : 
Then  at  the  balance  let's  be  mute, 

We  never  can  adjuft  it ; 
What's  done  we  partly  may  compute. 

But  know  not  what's  rejijled. 


TAM 


(     *fe     ) 


TAM      SAMSON'S* 


ELEGY- 


An  honejl  man's  the  nobleft  work  of  God — 

Pope, 


HAS  auld  K*********  feen  the  Deil  ? 
Or  great  M'*******f  thrawn  his  heel? 

Or 

*  When  this  worthy  old  Sportfman  went  out  laft  muir- 
fowl  feafon,  he  fuppofed  it  was  to  be,  in  Ofiian's  phrafe, 
*  the  laft  of  his  fields  ;'  and  exprefled  an  ardent  with  to  die 
and  be  buried  in  the  muirs.  On  this  hint  the  Author  com- 
pofed  his  Elegy  and  Epitaph. 

f  A  certain  Preacher,  a  great  favourite  with  the  Million 
Vide  the  Ordination,  P.  85. 


(    i«3    ) 

Or  r*******j  again  grown  wee], 

To  preach  an'  read  ? 

1  Na,  waur  than  a'  !'  cries  ilka  chiel, 

*  Tam  Sam/on's  dead  v 

K*********  lang  may  grunt  an*  grane, 
An'  figh  an'  fob,  an'  greet  her  lane, 
An'  deed  her  bairns,  man,  wife,  an'  wean, 

In  mourning  weed  ; 
To  Death  fhe's  dearly  pay'd  the  kane, 

Tam  Samfon's  dead  ! 

The  Brethren  o'  the  myflic  level 
May  hing  their  head  in  wofu'  bevel, 
While  by  their  nofe  the  tears  will  revel, 

Like  ony  bead ; 

Death's 

\  Another  Preacher,  an  equal  favourite  with  the  Few, 
who  was  at  that  time  ailing.  For  him  fee  alfo  the  Ordi- 
nation, flanza  IX. 


(     i64    ) 

Death's  gien  the  Lodge  an  unco  devel, 
Tarn  Samfon's  dead  ! 

When  Winter   muffles  up  his  cloak, 
And  binds  the  mire  like  a  rock  ; 
When  to  the  loughs  the  Curlers  flock, 

Wi*  gleefome  fpeed, 
Wha  will  they  flation  at  the  cock, 
Tarn  Samfon's  dead  ? 

He  was  the  king  of  a'  the  Core, 
To  guard,  or  draw,  or  wick  a  bore, 
Or  up  the  rink  like  Jehu  roar 

In  time  o'  need  ; 
But  now  he  lags  on  Death's  hog-fcore, 

Tarn  Samfon's  dead  I 

Now  fafe  the  {lately  Sawmont  fail, 
And  Trouts  bedropp'd  wi'  crimfon  hail, 
And  Eels  weel  kend  for  fouple  tail, 

And  Geds  for  greed, 

Since 


(     i6S    ) 

Since  dark  in  Death's  Jijh-creel  we  wail 

Tarn  Samfon  dead ! 

Rejoice,  ye  birring  Paitricks  a' ; 
Ye  cootie  Moorcocks,  croufely  craw  ; 
Ye  Maukins,  cock  your  fud  fu'  braw, 

Withoutten  dread ; 
Your  mortal  Fae  is  now  awa', 

Tam  Samfon's  dead  ! 

That  woefui'  morn  be  ever  mourn' d 
Saw  him  in  ihootin  graith  adorn'd, 
While  pointers  round  impatient  burn'd, 

Frae  couples  freed ; 
But,  Och  !  he  gaed  and  ne'er  return'd  ! 

Tam  Samfon's  dead  ! 

In  vain  Auld-age  his  body  batters ; 
In  vain  the  Gout  his  ancles  fetters ; 


In 


(     166     ) 

In  vain  the  burns  came  down  like  waters, 

An  acre-bread! 

Now  ev'ry  auld  wife,  greetin,  clatters, 

'  Tarn  Samfon's  dead !' 

Owre  mony  weary  hag  he  limpit, 
An'  ay  the  tither  mot  he  thumpit, 
Till  coward  Death  behind  him  jumpit, 

Wi*  deadly  feide  ; 
Now  he  proclaims,  wi'  tout  o'  trumpet, 

Tarn  Samfon's  dead ! 

When  at  his  heart  he  felt  the  dagger, 
He  reel'd  his  wonted  bottle-fwagger, 
But  yet  he  drew  the  mortal  trigger 

Wi'  weel-aim'd  heed ; 
*  L— d,  five  T  he  cry'd,  an'  owre  did  flagger 

Tarn  Samfon's  dead ! 


nk 


(    *9    ) 

Ilk  hoary  Hunter  mourn'd  a  brither ; 
Ilk  Sportfman-youth  bemoan'd  a  father  ; 
Yon  auld  gray  ftane,  amang  the  heather, 

Marks  out  his  head, 
Whare  Burns  has  wrote,  in  rhyming  blether, 

Tarn  Samfo/is  dead  / 

There,  low  he  lies,  in  lafling  reft ; 
Perhaps  upon  his  mould'ring  bread 
Some  fpitefu'  muirfowl  bigs  her  neft, 

To  hatch  and  breed  : 
Alas !  nae  mair  he'll  them  moleft ! 

Tarn  Samfon's  dead ! 

When  Auguit  winds  the  heather  wave, 
And  Sportfmen  wander  by  yon  grave, 
Three  vollies  let  his  mem'ry  crave 

O'  pouther  an'  lead, 
Till  Echo  anfwer  frae  her  cave, 

Tarn  Samfon  's  dead  ! 

Heav'n 


(    i68    ) 

Heav'n  refl  his  faul,  whare'er  he  be  ! 
Is  th'  wifli  o'  mony  mae  than  me  : 
He  had  twa  fauts,  or  maybe  three, 

Yet  what  remead  ? 
Ae  focial,  honeft  man  want  we  : 

Tarn  Samfon's  dead  ! 


THE    EPITAPH. 

Tarn  Samfon's  weel-worn  clay  here  lies. 

Ye  canting  Zealots,  fpare  him  ! 
If  Honeft  Worth  in  heaven  rife, 

Ye'll  mend  or  ye  win  near  him. 


PER 


(     i69     ) 


PER     C  0  N  T  R  A. 

Go,  Fame,  an'  canter  like  a  filly 
Thro'  a'  the  ftreets  an*  neuks  o'  Kittii 

Tell  ev'ry  focial,  honefl  billie 

To  ceafe  his  grieyin, 

For  yet,  unfkaith'd  by  Death's  gleg  gullie. 

Tarn  Samf oil's  livin  ! 


*  Killie  is  a  pliraic  the  country-folks  fometimes  life  for 
the  name  of  a  certain  town  in  the  Weft. 


Vol.  I.  H  THE 


TJiEfollowiog  POEM  will,  by  many  Read- 
ers, be  well  enough  underftood  ;  but,  for  the 
fake  of  thofe  who  are  unacquainted  with  the 
manners  and  traditions  of  the  country  where 
the  fcene  is  caft,  Notes  are  added,  to  give  fome 
account  of  the  principal  Charms  and  Spells  of 
that  Night,  fo  big  with  Prophecy  to  the  Pea- 
fantry  in  the  Weil  of  Scotland.  The  paffion  of 
prying  into  Futurity  makes  a  linking  part  of 
the  hiflory  of  Human  Nature,  in  its  rude  flate, 
in  all  ages  and  nations  ;  and  it  may  be  fome 
entertainment  to  a  philofophic  mind,  if  any 
fuch  fhould  honour  the  Author  with  a  perufal, 
to  fee  the  remains  of  it,  among  the  more  unen- 
lightened in  our  own. 


(     i7«     ) 


Halloween*, 


Tes"!  let  the  Rich  deride,  the  Proud  difdain. 
Thefimple  pleafures  of  the  lowly  train  ; 
To  me  more  dear,  congenial  to  my  heart, 
One  native  charm,  than  all  the  glofs  of  art. 

Goldsmith. 


I, 

U  PON  that  night,  when  Fairies  light, 
On  Caff  lis  Dow  nans  f  dance, 

H  2  Or 

*  Is  thought  to  be  a  night  when  Witches,  Devil?,  ar.d 
other  mifchief-making  beings,  are  all  abroad  on  their  bane- 
ful, midnight  errands  ;  particularly,  thofc  aerial  people,  the 
Fairies,  are  faid,  on  that  night,  to  hold  a  grand  Anniverfary. 

-f-  Certain  little,  romantic,  rocky,  green  hills,  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  the  ancient  feat  of  the  Earls  of  Cafiilii. 


(     *7*    ) 

Or  owre  the  lays,  in  fplendid  blaze, 
On  fprightly  courfers  prance  ; 

Or  for  Colean  the  rout  is  taen, 
Beneath  the  moon's  pale  beams ; 

There,  up  the  Cove  *,  to  flray  an'  rove, 
Amang  the  rocks  an'  ftreams 

To  fport  that  night. 


II. 

- 

Amang  the  bonie,  winding  banks, 
Where  Doon  rins,  wimplin,  clear, 

Where  Bruce  t  ance  rul'd  the  martial  ranks, 
An'  fhook  his  Car  rick  fpeer, 

Some 

*  A  noted  cavern  near  Colean-houfe,  called  the  Cove  or 
Colean  ;  which,  i*s  well  as  Caflilis  Downans,  is  famed,  in 
country  ftory,  for  being  a  favourite  haunt  of  Fairies. 

f  The  famous  family  of  that  name,  the  anceftors  of  Ro- 
bert the  great  Deliverer  of  his  country?  were  Earls  of 
Carrick. 


(  m  ) 

Some  merry,  friendly,  countra  folks, 

Together  did  convene, 
To  burn  their  nits,  an'  pou  their  flocks, 

An'  haud  their  Halloween 

Fu*  blythe  that  night. 

in. 

The  lafies  feat,  an'  cleanly  neat, 

Mair  braw  than  when  they're  fine  ; 
Their  faces  blythe,  fu'  fweetly  kythe, 

Hearts  leal,  an'  warm,  an'  kin'  : 
The  lads  fae  trig,  wi'  wooer-babs, 

Weel  knotted  on  their  garten, 
Some  unco  blate,  an'  fome  wi'  gabs, 

Gar  lafTes  hearts  gang  ftartin 

Whyles  faft  at  night. 

H  3  IV. 


I     J74    ) 
IV. 

Then,  firft  an'  foreinofl,  thro'  the  kail, 
Tht'ivJIocks  *  maun  a'  be  fought,  ancej. 

They  fteek  their  een,  an'  grape  an'  wale, 
For  muckle  anes,  an'  flraughtanes. 

Poor 


*  The  fir  ft  ceremony  of  Halloween  is,  pulling  each  a 
SiocJe,  or  plant  of  kail.  They  mud  go  out,  hand  in  hand, 
with  eyes  (hut,  and  pull  the  firii  they  meet  with  :  its  being 
big  or  little,  flraight  or  crooked,  is  prophetic  of  the  lize  and 
fhape  the  grand  obje&  of  all  their  Spells — the  hufband  cr 
wife.  If  any  yird,  or  earth,  flick  to  the  root,  that  is  tocher, 
or  fortune  ;  and  the  tafte  of  the  cufiocy  that  is,  the  heart  of 
the  flem,  is  indicative  of  the  natural  temper  and  difpofition. 
La(lly,the  ftems,  or,  to  give  them  their  ordinary  appellation, 
the  runts,  are  placed  femewhere  above  the  head  of  the  door  ; 
and  the  Chriftian  names  of  the  people  whom  chance  brings 
into  the  houfe,  are,  according  to  the  priority  of  placing 
the  runts,  the  names  in  que  ft  ion. 


(    175    ) 

Poor  hav'rel  Will  fell  aff  the  drift, 
An'  wander' d  thro'  the  Bow-kail, 

An'  pow't,  for  want  o'  better  fhift, 
A  runt  was  like  a  low- tail, 

Sae  bow't  that  night. 

V. 

Then,  ftraught  or  crooked,  yird  or  nane, 
They  roar  an'  cry  a'  throu'ther ; 

The  vera  wee-things,  toddlin,  rin, 
Wi'  flocks  out-owre  their  fhouther : 

An'  gif  the  cujiock's  fweet  or  four, 

Wi*  jodlelegs  they  tafte  them  ; 
Syne  coziely,  aboon  the  door, 

Wi'  cannie  care,  they've  plac'd  them 
To  lie  that  night. 

H  4  VL 


(    176    ) 


VI. 

The  laiTes  flaw  frae  'mang  them  a*, 

To  pou  their  JIalks  o'  corn  *  j 
But  Rab  flips  out,  an*  jinks  about, 

Behint  the  muckle  thorn  : 
He  grippet  Nelly  hard  an'  fail ; 

Loud  fkirl'd  a'  the  laffes  ; 
But  her  tap-pickle  maifl  was  loft, 

When  kiutlin  in  the  Faufe-houfe  f 

Wi*  him  that  night. 

VII. 

*  They  go  to  the  barn-yard,  and  pull  each,  at  three 
feveral  times,  a  ftalk  of  Oats.  If  the  third  ftalk  wants  the 
top  pickle  t  that  is  the  grain  at  the  top  of  the  ftalk,  the  party 
in  queftion  will  come  to  the  marriage-bed  any  thing  but  a 
Maid. 


f   When    the  corn  is  in  a  doubtful  (late,   by  being  too 
green,  or  wet,  the  (tack-builder,  by  means  of  old  timber,  &c. 

makes 


C   177    ) 

VII. 

The  auld  Guidwife's  weel-hoordet  nits  * 

Are  round  an'  round  divided, 
An'  monie  lads  an'  lafles  fates 

Are  there  that  night  decided  : 
Some  kindle,  couthie,  fide  by  fide. 

An'  bum  thegither  trimly  ; 
Some  ftart  awa,  wi'  faucy  pride, 

An'  jump  out-owre  the  chimlie 

Fu'  high  that  night 

H  5  VIII. 

makes  a  large  apartment  in  his  flack,  with  an  opening  in  the 
iide  which  is  fairefl  expofed  to  the  wind  :  this  he  calls  a 
Faufe  houfe. 

*  Burning  the  nuts  is  a  favourite  charm.     They  name 
the  lad  and  lafs  to  each  particular  nut,    as  they  lay  them 
in  the  fire  j   and   according  as  they  burn  quietly  together,, 
or  ftart  from  befide  one  another,  the  courfe    and    ifihe  cf 
the  Courtfhip  will  be» 


(     ^     ) 


VIIL 

Jean  flips  in  t\va,  wi'  tentie  e'e ; 

Wha  'twas,  fhe  wadna  tell ; 
But  this  is  Jock,  an'  this  is  me, 

She  fays  in  to  herfel : 
He  bleez'd  owre  her,  an'  fhe  owre  him, 

As  they  wad  never  mair  part, 
Till  fufT !  he  it  arte  d  up  the  lum, 

An*  jean  had  e'en  a  fair  heart 
•  *  To  fee't  that  night, 

XL 

Poor  Willie,  wi'  his  ~bow-kail  runt, 

Was  brunt  wi'  primfie  Mallie  -y 
An'  Mary,  nae  doubt,  took  the  drunt, 

To  be  compar'd  to  Willie : 

Mali's 
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Mall's  nit  lap  out,  wi'  pridefu'  flingv 
An*  her  ain  fit  it  brunt  it ; 

While  Willie  lap,  an'  fwoor  by  jing, 
'Twas  juft  the  way  he  wanted 

To  be  that  night- 


X. 


Nell  had  the  Faufe-houfe  in  her  min% 

She  pits  herfel  an'  Rob  in  ; 
In  loving  bleeze  they  fweetly  join,. 

Till  white  in  afe  they're  fobbin  : 
Nell's  heart  was  dancin  at  the  view ; 

She  whifper'd  Rob  to  leuk  for't : 
Rob,  flownlins,  prie'd  her  bonie  mou, 

Fu'  cozie  in  the  neuk  for't, 

Unfeen  that  night. 

H6  XL 
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xr. 

But  Merran  fat  behint  their  backs, 

Her  thoughts  on  Andrew  Bell ; 
She  lea'es  them  gafhin  at  their  cracks. 

An'  flips  out  by  herfel : 
She  thro*  the  yard  the  nearefl  taks, 

An'  to  the  kiln  fhe  goes  then, 
An'  darklins  grapit  for  the  bauks, 

And  in  the  blue-clue  *  throws  then, 

Right  fear't  that  night, 

XII. 

*»Whoever  would,  with  fuccefs,  try  this  fpell,  mult 
fliic"lly  obferve  thefe  directions  :  Steal  oirt,  all  alone,  to  the 
kiln,  and,  darkling,  throw  into  the  pet  a  clew  of  blue  yarn  ; 
wind  it  in  a  new  clew  off  the  old  one  ;  and,  towards  the 
latter  end,  fomethi.-.g  will  hold  the  thread:  demand,  tuba 
hauds  P  i.  e.  who  holds  ;  and  anfvver  will  be  returned  from 
the  kiln-pot,  by  naming  the  Chriftiau  and  Sirname  of  your 
future  Spoufe. 


(     i8i     ) 
XII. 

An'  ay  fhe  win't,  an'  ay  flie  fwat, 

I  wat  llie  made  nae  jaukin ; 
Till  fomething  held  within  the  pat, 

Guid  L — d  !  but  fhe  was  quaukin  ! 
But  whether  'twas  the  Deil  himfel, 

Or  whether  'twas  a  bauk-en', 
Or  whether  it  was  Andrew  Bell, 

She  did  na  wait  on  talkin 

To  fpier  that  night* 

XIII. 

Wee  Jenny  to  her  Graunie  fays, 

*  Will  ye  go  wi'  me,  Graunie  ? 
*  I'll  eat  the  apple  *  at  the  glafs, 

*  I  gat  frae  uncle  Johnie  :' 


She 


*  Take  a  candle,   and  go  alone  to  a  looklng-glafs ;  eat 
an  apple  before  it,  and  fome  traditions  fay,  you  fliould  comb 

your 
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She  fuff't  her  pipe  wi'  lie  a  lunt, 

In  wrath  ilie  was  fae  vap'rin, 
She  notic't  na,  an  aizle  brunt 

Her  braw  new  worfet  apron 

Out  thro'  that  night 

XIV. 

*  Ye  little  Skelpie-limmer's  face  ! 

4  I  daur  you  try  lie  fportin,. 

*  As  feek  the  foul  Thief  onie  place, 
4  For  him  to  fpae  your  fortune  : 

*  Nae  doubt  but  ye  may  get  ajighi. ! 

4  Great  caufe  ye  hae  to  fear  it ; 
1  For  monie  a  ane  has  gotten  a  frightr. 
'  An'  liv'd  an'  di'd  deleeret, 

4  On  lie  a  night* 

XV. 

your  bah*  all  the  time  ;  the  face  of  your  conjugal  companion, 
to  he,  will  be  feen  in  the  glafs,  as  if  peeping  over  your  fliouldcr, 


(     i»3    ) 


XV. 

*  Ae  Hairft  afore  the  Sherra-moor, 

4  I  mind't  as  weel's  yeftreen, 
4  I  was  a  gilpey  then,  I'm  fure 

*  I  was  na  pafl  fyfteen  : 
4  The  Simmer  had  been  cauld  an*  wat, 

4  An7  fluff  was  unco  green  ; 
c  An'  ay  a  rantin  kirn  we  gat, 

4  An'  juft  on  Halloween 

4  It  fell  that  night. 

XVI. 

*  Our  Stibble-rig  was  Rab  M'Graen, 
4  A  clever,  flurdy  fallow ; 

4  His  Sin  gat  Eppie  Sim  wi'  wean, 
4  That  hVd  in  Achmacalla  : 


( 


He 
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1  He  gat  hemp-feed  *,  I  mind  it  weel, 

c  An'  he  made  unco  light  o't; 
1  But  monie  a  day  was  by  himfel, 
He  was  fae  fairly  frighted 

6  That  vera  night.' 

XVII. 

Then  up  gat  fechtin  Jamie  Fleck, 
An'  he  fwoor  by  his  confcience, 


That 


*  Steal  out  unperceived,  and  fow  a  handful  of  hemp- 
feed  ;  harrowing  it  with  any  thing  you  can  conveniently 
draw  after  you^  Repeat,  now  and  then,  '  Hemp-feed  I 
■  faw  thee,  Hemp-feed  I  faw  thee;  and  him  (or  her)  that 
'  is  to  be  my  true-love,  come  after  me  and  pou  thee/  Look 
over  your  left  moulder,  and  you  will  fee  the  appearance  of 
the  perfon  invoked,  in  the  attitude  of  pulling  hemp.  Some 
traditions  fay, '  come  after  me  and  maw  thee,'  that  is,  (how 
thyfelf  ;  in  which  cafe  it  fimply  appears.  Others  omit  the 
harrowing,  and  fay,  *  come  after  me  and  harrow  thee.' 
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That  he  could  faw  hemp-feed  a  peck  ; 

For  it  was  a'  but  nonfenfe  : 
The  auld  guidman  raught  down  the  pock, 

An'  out  a  handfu'  gied  him  ; 
Syne  bad  him  flip  frae  'mang  the  folk, 

Sometime  when  nae  ane  fee'd  him, 
An*  try't  that  night. 

XVIIL 

He  marches  thro*  amang  the  flacks, 

Tho'  he  was  fomething  fturtin  ; 
The  graip  he  for  a  harrow  taks, 

An'  haurls  at  his  curpin : 
And  ev'ry  now  an'  then,  he  fays, 

1  Hemp-feed  I  faw  thee, 
*  An'  her  that  is  to  be  my  lafs, 

4  Come  after  me  an'  draw  thee 

*  As  fall  this  night.' 

XIX, 


(     i86    ) 


XiX. 

He  whiftrd  up  Lord  Lenox'  march, 

To  keep  his  courage  cheary  ; 
Altho'  his  hair  began  to  arch, 

He  was  fae  fley'd  an'  eerie  : 
Till  prefently  he  hears  a  fqueak, 

An'  then  a  grane  an'  gruntle ; 
He  by  his  fhouther  gae  a  keek, 

An'  tumbPd  wif  a  wintle 

Out-owre  that  night. 

XX. 


He  roar'd  a  horrid  murder-fhout, 

In  dreadfu'  defperation ! 
An'  young  an'  auld  come  rinnin  out, 

An'  hear  the  fad  narration  : 


He 
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He  fwoor  'twas  hilchin  Jean  M'Craw, 
Or  crouchie  Merran  Humphie, 

Till  flop  !  flie  trotted  thro'  them  a' ; 
An'  wha  was  it  but  Grumphie 

Afleer  that  night ! 

XXL 

Meg  fain  wad  to  the  Barn  gaen, 
To  Urinn  three  wecbts  oy  naetbing  *  ; 


But 


*  This  charm  muft  iikewifc  be  performed,  unperceiv- 
ed  and  alone.  You  go  to  the  barn,  and  open  both  doors, 
taking  them  off  the  hinges,  if  poffible ;  for  there  is  dan- 
ger, that  the  being>  about  to  appear,  may  (hut  the  doors, 
and  do  you  feme  mifchief.  Then  take  that  rnftrument  ufed 
in  winnowing  the  corn,  which,  in  our  country- dialed,  we 
call  a  wecbt;  and  go  through  all  the  attitudes  of  letting  down 
corn  againfl  the  wind.  Repeat  it  three  times;  and  the  third 
time-,  an  apparition  will  pafs  through  the  barn,  in  at  the  win- 

dv 
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But  for  to  meet  the  Deil  her  lane, 
She  pat  but  little  faith  in  : 

She  gies  the  Herd  a  pickle  nits, 
An'  twa  red  cheekit  apples, 

To  watch,  while  for  the  barn  fhe  fets, 
In  hopes  to  fee  Tam  Kipples 

That  vera  night. 

XXII. 

She  turns  the  key,  wi'  cannie  thraw, 
An'  owre  the  threfhold  ventures ; 

But  firft  on  Sawnie  gies  a  ca', 
Syne  bauldly  in  fhe  enters  : 

A  ratton  rattl'd  up  the  wa', 

An'  fhe  cry'd  L — d  preferve  her ! 


An' 


dy  door,  and  out  at  the  other,  having  both  the  figure  in  que- 
flion,  and  the  appearance  or  retinue,  marking  the  employ- 
ment or  ftation  in  life. 
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An'  ran  thro'  midden-hole  an'  a', 
An'  pray'd  wi'  zeal  and  fervour, 

Fu'  fail  that  night. 

XXIII. 

They  hoy't  out  Will,  wi'  fair  advice ; 

They  hecht  him  fome  fine  braw  ane ; 
It  chanc'd  the  Stack  hefaddom't  thrice  *, 

Was  timmer-propt  for  thrawin  ; 
He  taks  a  fwirlie,  auld  mofs-oak, 

For  fome  black,  groufome  Carlin  ; 
An'  loot  a  winze,  an'  drew  a  ftroke, 

Till  fkin  in  blypes  cam  haurlin 

Aft's  nieves  that  night. 

XXIV. 

*  Take  an  opportunity  of  going,  unnoticed,  to  a  Bear* 
Jlack,  and  fathom  it  three  times  round.    Thelaft  fathom  of 
the  lafl  time,  you  will  catch  in  your  arm*  the  appearance  ef 
your  future  conjugal  yoke -fellow. 


C     l9*    ) 


XXIV. 

A  waiUon  widow  Leezie  was, 

As  cantie  as  a  kittlen  ; 
But,  Och !  that  night,  amang  the  fhaws, 

She  gat  a  fearful  fettlin  ! 
She  thro*  the  whins,  an'  by  the  cairn, 

An'  owre  the  hill  gaed  fcrievin, 
Whare  three  Lairds'  lands  met  at  a  burn  *, 

To  dip  her  left  fark-fleeve  in, 

Was  bent  that  night, 

XXV. 

*  You  go  out,  one  or  more,  for  this  is  focial  fpell,  to  a 
fouth-running  fpring  or  rivulet,  where  '  three  Lairds'  lands 
meet/ and  dip  your  left  fhirt-fleeve.  Go  to  bed  in  fight  of  a 
fire,  and  hang  your  wet  fleeve  before  it  to  dry.  Lie  awake  ; 
and,  fome  time  near  midnight,  an  apparition,  having  the 
exa&  figure  of  the  grand  objeA  in  queftion,  will  come  ^and 
turn  the  fleeve,  as  if  to  dry  the  other  fid.3  of  it. 


C    191   ) 


xxv. 

Whyles  owre  a  linn  the  burnie  plays, 

As  thro'  the  glen  it  wimpl't ; 
Whyles  round  a  rocky  fear  it  ftrays; 

Whyles  in  a  wiel  it  dimpl't ; 
Whyles  glitter'd  to  the  nightly  rays, 

Wi'  bickering,  dancing  dazzle  ; 
Whyles  cookit  underneath  the  braes, 

Below  the  fp reading  hazle 

Unfeen  that  night. 

XXVI. 

Amang  the  brachens,  on  the  brae, 
Between  her  an*  the  moon, 

The  Deil,  or  elfe  an  outler  Quey, 
Gat  up  an'  gae  a  croon  : 


Poor 


(     *92    ) 

Poor  Leezie's  heart  maifl  lap  the  hool ; 

Near  lav'rock-height  fhe  jumpit, 
But  mill  a  fit,  an'  in  the  pool 

Oat-owre  the  lugs  fhe  plumpit, 

Wi'  a  plunge  that  night. 

XXVII. 

In  order,  on  the  clean  hearth-ftane, 

The  Litggies  three  *  are  ranged ; 
And  ev'ry  time  great  care  is  taen, 

To  fee  them  duly  changed : 
Auld  uncle  John,  wha  wedlock's  joys 

Sin'  Mar's-year  did  deflre, 
Becaufe  he  gat  the  toom  dim  thrice, 

He  heav'd  them  on  the  fire 

In  wrath  that  night. 

XXVIII. 

*  Take  three  dirties  ;  put  clean  water  in  one,  foul  water 
in  anothei,  leave  the  third  empty:   blind-fold  a  perfon, 
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XXVIII. 

"WY  merry  fangs,  an'  friendly  cracks, 

I  wat  they  did  na  weary ; 
And  unco  tales,  an'  funnie  jokes, 

Their  fports  were  cheap  an'  cheary  : 
Till  butter' d  So* ns  *,  wi'  fragrant  hint, 

Set  a'  their  gabs  a-fteerin  ; 

Syne, 

and  lead  him  to  the  hearth  where  the  dimes  are  ranged  ; 
he  (or  fhe)  dips  the  left  hand  :  if  by  chance  in  the  clean 
water,  the  future  hufband  or  wife  will  come  to  the  bar  of 
Matrimony  a  maid  ;  if  in  the  foul,  a  widow  ;  if  in  the  empty 
difli,  it  foretells,  with  equal  certainty,  on  marriage  at  all. 
It  is  repeated  three  times;  and  every  time  the  arrangement; 
of  the  dimes  is  altered, 

:  Sowens,  with  butter  inftead  of  milk  to  them.  Is  always 
the  Hallowe'tn  Supper. 

Vol.  I.  I 


(     '94    ) 

Syne,  wi'  a  focial  glafs  o'  ilrunt, 
They  parted  aff  careerin 

Fu'  blythe  that  night. 


TKS 
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THE 


AULD    FARMER'S 

NEJV-TEAR  MORNING  SALUTATION 


TO    HIS 


AULD     MARE,     MAGGIE, 

On  giving  her  the  accuftomed  Ripp  of  Corn 
to  Hanfel  in  the  New-year. 


A.  Guid  New-year  I  wifh  thee,  Maggie  ! 
Hae,  there's  a  ripp  to  thy  auld  baggie  : 
Tho'  thou's  howe-backit,  now  an'  knaggie, 

I've  ken  the  day, 
1 2  Thou 
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Thou  could  hae  gaen  like  onie  ftaggie 

Out-owre  the  lay. 

Tho'  now  thou's  dowie,  fliff,  an'  crazy, 
An*  thy  auld  hide  as  white's  a  daifie, 
I've  feen  thee  dappl't,  lleek  an'  glaizie, 

A  bonie  gray  : 
He  ftiould  been  tight  that  daur't  to  raize  thee, 

Ance  in  a  day. 

Thou  ance  was  i'  the  fore  moll  rank, 
A  filly  buirdly,  fleeve,  an'  fwank, 
An'  fet  weel  down  a  fhapely  fhank, 

As  e'er  tread  yird ; 
An'  could  hae  flown  out-owre  a  ftank, 

Like  onie  bird. 


It's  now  fome  nine-an'-twenty  year, 
Sin'  thou  was  my  Guid-father's  Meere ; 


He 
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He  gied  me  thee,  o'  tocher  clear, 

An'  fifty  mark  ; 

Tho'  it  was  fma',  'twas  weel-won  gear, 

An'  thou  was  Hark. 

When  firft  I  gaed  to  woo  my  Jenny, 
Ye  then  was  trottin  wi'  your  Minnie : 
Tho'  ye  was  trickie,  flee,  an'  funnie, 

Ye  ne'er  was  donfie  ; 
But  hamely,  tawie,  quiet,  an'  cannie, 

An*  unco  fonfie. 

That  day,  ye  prancM  wi'  muckle  pride, 
When  ye  bure  hame  my  bonie  Bride : 
An'  fweet  an'  gracefu'  fhe  did  ride, 

Wi'  maiden  air ! 
Kyle  Stewart  I  could  bragged  wide, 

For  fie  a  pair, 

1 3  Tho' 
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Tho9  now  ye  dow  but  hoyte  and  hoblev 
An'  wintle  like  a  faumont-coble, 
That  day,  ye  was  a  jinker  noble, 

For  heels  an'  win' ! 
An'  ran  them  till  they  a*  did  wauble, 

Far,  far  behin*  I 

When  thou  an'  I  were  young  an'  fkiegh, 
An'  ftable-meals  at  Fairs  .were  driegh, 
How  thou  wad  prance,  an'  fnore,  an*  fkiiegh, 

An'  tak  the  road  ! 
Town's-bodies  ran,  an'  flood  abiegh, 

*  An*  ca't  thee  mad. 

When  thou  was  corn't,  an*  I  was  mellow* 
We  took  the  road  ay  like  a  Swallow : 
At  Broofes  thou  had  ne'er  a  fellow, 

For  pith  an'  fpeed ; 
But  ev'ry  tail  thou  pay't  them  hollow, 

Whare'er  thou  gaed. 

The. 
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The  fma',  droop-rumpl't,  hunter  cattle, 
Might  aiblins  waur't  thee  for  a  brattle  ; 
But  fax  Scotch  miles  thou  try't  their  mettle,. 

An'  gar't  them  whaizle  : 
Nae  whip  nor  fpur,  but  juft  a  wattle 

O'  faugh  or  hazlc. 

Thou  was  a  noble  Fittie-lan\ 
As  e'er  in  tug  or  tow  was  drawn  ! 
Aft  thee  an'  I,  in  aught  hours  gaun, 

On  guid  March-weather, 
Hae  turn'd  fax  rood  beiide  our  han', 

For  days  thegither. 

Thou  never  braindg't,  an'  fetch't,  an'  flifkit, 
But  thy  auld  tail  thou  wad  hae  whifkit, 
An*  fpread  abreed  thy  weel-mTd  briiket, 

Wi*  pith  an'  pow'r, 
Till  fpritty  knowes  wad  rair't  an'  rifkit, 

An9  fly  pet  owre, 
I  4  When 
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When  frofts  lay  lang,  an*  fnaws  were  deep, 
An'  threaten'd  labor  back  to  keep, 
I  gied  thy  cog  a.  wee-bit  heap 

Aboon  the  timmer ; 
I  ken'd  my  Maggie  wad  na  fleep 

For  that,  or  Simmer. 

In  cart  or  car  thou  never  reeflit ; 
The  fteyeft  brae  thou  wad  hae  fac't  it ; 
Thou  never  lap,  an'  ften't  an'  breaflit, 

Then  flood  to  blaw; 
But  juil  thy  ftep  a  wee  thing  haftit, 

Thou  fnoov't  awa. 

My  Pleugh  is  now  thy  bairn-time  a' ; 
Four  gallant  brutes  as  e'er  did  draw  ; 
Forbye  fax  mae,  IVe  felFt  awa, 

That  thou  haft  nurft  : 
They  drew  me  thretteen  pund  an'  twa, 

The  vera  warft. 

Monie 
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Monie  a  fair  daurk  we  twa  hae  wrought, 
An'  wi*  the  weary  warl'  fought ! 
An'  monie  an  anxious  day,  I  thought 

We  wad  be  beat ! 
Yet  here  to  crazy  Age  we're  brought, 

Wi'  fomething  yet. 

Anv  think  na,  my  auld,  trufty  Servan', 
That  now  perhaps  thou's  lefs  defervin, 
An*  thy  auld  days  may  end  in  flarvin'^ 

For  my  laftfou, 
A  heapit  Stimpart,  I'll  referve  ane 

Laid  by  for  you.- 

We've  worn  to  crazy  years  thegither -y 
We'll  toyte  about  wi'  ane  anither  ; 
Wi'  tentie  care  I'll  flit  thy  tether, 

To  fome  hain'd  rig, 
Whare  ye  may  nobly  rax  your  leather, 

Wi'  faia'  fatigue. 
I  S  TO 


(     202     ): 


TO      A 


MOUSE, 

On   turning   her  up   in  her    Nejl,  with    the 
Plough,  November  1785. 


VV  EE,  fleekit,  cowrin,  tim'rous  beallie, 
O,  what  a  panic's  in  thy  breaftie  ! 
Thou  need  na  ftart  awa  fae  hafty, 

Wi'  bickering  brattle ! 
I  wad  be  laith  to  rin  an'  chafe  thee, 

Wi*  muvd'i'mg  pat  tie  ! 

I'm 


(     2°3     ) 
I'm  truly  forry  Man's  dominion 
Has  broken  Nature's  focial  union, 
An'  juftifies  that  ill  opinion, 

Which  makes  thee  flartle, 
At  me,  thy  poor,  earth-born  companion, 

An'  fellow -mo  r  t  al ! 

I  doubt  na,  whyles,  but  thou  may  thieve  j 
What  then  ?  poor  beaftie,  thou  maun  live  !. 
A  daimen  icker  in  a  thrave 

*S  a  fma'  rcqueft. 
I'll  get  a  bleffin  wi'  the  lave, 

An'  never  mifs't  t 

Thy  wee-bit  hoit/ie,  too,  in  ruin  ! 
It's  filly  wa's  the  win's  are  ftrewin  ! 
An'  naething,  now,  to  big  a  new  ane, 

O'  foggage  green ! 
An'  bleak  December's  winds  enfuin, 

Baith  fnell  an'  keen  I 
I  6  Thou 


(     204"    > 

Thou  faw  the  fields  laid  bare  an'  wafle,.    . 
An'  weary  Winter  comin  faft, 
An'  cozie  here,    beneath  the  blaft, 

Thou  thought  to  dwell, 
Till  crafh  !  the  cruel  coulter  pail- 

Out  thro'  thy  cell. 

That  wee-bit  heap  o'  leaves  an'  ftibble, 
Has  coll  thee  monie  a  weary  nibble  ! 
Now  thou's  turn'd  out,  for  a'  thy  trouble,. 

But  houfe  or  hald, 
To  thole  the  Winter's  ileety  dribble, 

An'  cranreuch  cauld !.' 

But,  Moufie,  thou  art  no  thy  lane, 
In  proving  forejight  may  be  vain  : 
The  beft-laid  fcheraes  o'  Mice  an?  Men> 

Gang  aft  a-gley, 
An'  lea'e  us  nought  but  grief  an'  pain, 

for  promis'd  joy  ! 

Still 


(      20S       > 

Still  thou  art  bleft,  compar'd  wi'  me  ! 
The  prefent  only  toucheth  thee : 
But,  Och  !  I  backward  caft  my  e'e, 

On  profpects  dre  ar  ! 
Avl  forward,  tho'  I  cannay?<f, 

\guefs  an' fear  S 


(    2a6    ) 


A 


WINTER     NIGHT 


Poor  naked  wretches ,  wherefoe'er  you  are, 
That  bide  the  pelting  of  this  pitylefs  Jlorm  ! 
How Jhcill your  houfelefs  heads,  and  unfed  fides, 
Tour  looped  and  window 'd  raggednefs,   defend 
you 

From  feafons  fuch  as  thefi 

Shakespeare. 


VV  HEN  biting  Boreas,  fell  and  doure, 
Sharp  fhivers  thro'  the  leaflefs  bovv?r ; 


When 


(     2o7     ) 

When  Phabus  gies  a  fhort-liv'd  glow'r, 

Far  fouth  the  lift, 

Dim-darkening  thro'  the  flaky  fhow'r, 

Or  whirling  drift. 

Ae  night  the  Storm  the  fteeples  rocked, 
Poor  Labour  fweet  in  lleep  was  locked, 
While  burns,  wi*  fnawy  wreeths  up-choked, 

Wild- eddying  fwirl, 
Or  thro'  the  mining  outlet  bocked, 

Down  headlong  hurl. 

Lift'ning,  the  doors  an'  winnocks  rattle, 
I  thought  me  on  the  ourie  cattle, 
Or  filly  fheep,  wha  bide  this  brattle 

O'  winter  war, 
And  thro'  the  drift,  deep-lairing,  fprattle, 

Beneath  a  fear. 


Ilk 


(      «>ff       ) 

Ilk  happing  bird,  wee,  helplefs  thing  t 
That,  in  the  merry  months  o'  fpring, 
Delighted  me  to  hear  thee  ling, 

What  comes  o'  thee  ? 
Whare  wilt  thou  cow'rthy  chittering  wing,. 
An*  clofe  thy  e'e  ? 

Ev'n  you  on  murd'ring  errands  toil'd, 
Lone  from  your  favage  homes  exil'd, 
The  blood-ftain'd  rooft,  and  fheep-cote  fpoil'dj 

My  heart  forgets, 
While  pitylefs  the  tempefl  wild 

Sore  on  you  beats, 

Now  Phcebe,  in  her  midnight  reign,. 
Dark-muffi'd,  view'd  the  dreary  plain  ; 
Still  crouding  thoughts,  a  penfive  train,   , 

Rofe  in  my  foul, 
When  on  my  ear  this  plaintive  ftrain, 

Slow-folemn,  ftole — 

*  Blew 


(     2o9     ) 

*  Blow  blow,  ye  Winds  with  heavier  guft  ! 
1  And  freeze,  thou  bitter-biting  Froft  ! 

*  Defcend,  ye  chilly,  (mothering  Snows ! 

1  Not  all  your  rage,  as  now,  united  (hows 

*  More  hard  unkindnefs,  unrelenting, 
4  Vengeful  malice,  unrepenting, 

J  Than    heaven- illumin'd   Man  on    brother 
'  Man  beilows  I 

*  See  (lern  Oppreffion's  iron  grip, 

'  Or  mad  Ambition's  gory  hand, 
1  Sending,  like  blood-hounds  from  the  (lip, 

•  Woe,  Want,  and  Murder  o'er  a  land  ! 
4  TLv'n  in  the  peaceful  rural  vale, 

*  Truth,  weeping,  tells  the  mournful  tale, 

*  How  pamper'd  Luxury,  Flatt'ry  by  her  fide, 

■  The  parafite  empoifoning  her  ear, 

1  With  all  the  fervile  wretches  in  the  rear, 

*  Looks  o'er  proud  Property,  extended  wide ; 

*  And  eyes  the  (imple,  ruflic  Hind, 
4  Whofe  toil  upholds  the  glitt'ring  (how, 

A 


(     2*o     ) 

*  A  creature  of  another  kind, 
c  Some  coarfer  fubftance,  unrefin'd, 
i  Plac'd  for  her  lordly   ufe  thus  far,  thus  vile, 
4  below  ! 
1  Where,  where  is  Love's  fond,  tender  throe, 
*  With  Lordly  Honor's  lofty  brow, 
4  The  pow'rs  you  proudly  own  ? 
4  Is  there,  beneath  Love's  noble  name* 
4  Can  harbour,  dark,  the  felfifh  aim, 

4  To  blefs  himfelf  alone  ! 
4  Mark  Pvlaiden-innocence  a  prey 

4  To  love-pretending  fnares, 
4  This  boafled  Honor  turns  away, 
4  Shunning  foft  Pity's  riling  fway, 
4  Regardlefs  of  the   tears,  and  unavailing 
4  pray'rs  ! 
6  Perhaps,  this  hour,  in  Mis'ry's  fqualid  neft, 
4  She  ftrains  your  infant  to  her  joylefsbreaft, 
•  And  with  a  Mother's  fears  fhrinks   at  the 


4  rocking  blafl  I 


Oh 


(      211       ) 

*  Oh  ye  !  who,  funk  in  beds  of  down, 
4  Feel  not  a  want  but  wrhat  yourfelves 

4  create, 

4  Think,  for  a  moment,  on  his  wretched 

1  fate, 

4  Whom  friends  and  fortune  quite  difown  ! 

'  Ill-fat isfy'd,  keen  Nature's  clam'rous  call, 

4  Stretch'd  on   his  ftraw  he  lays  himfelf 

4  to  fleep, 
1  While  thro'  the  ragged  roof  and  chinky 
4  wall, 
4  Chill,  o'er  his  ilumbers,  piles  the  drifty 

4  heap  ! 
4  Think  on  the  dungeon's  grim  confine, 
'  Where  Guilt  and  poor  Misfortune  pine ! 
4  Guilt,  erring  Man,  relenting  view  ! 
4  But  fhall  thy  legal  rage  purfue 
4  The  Wretch,  already  crufhed  low 
4  By  cruel  Fortune's  undeferved  blow  ? 

•  Afflictions 


{  Affliction's  fons  are  brothers  in  diftrefs ; 
\  A  Brother  to  relieve,  how  exquiiite  the 
*  blifs  !' 

I  heard  nae  mair,  for  Chanticleer 

Shook  off  the  pouthery  fnaw, 
And  haiFd  the  morning  with  a  cheer, 

A  cottage-roufing  craw. 

But  deep  this  truth  imprefs'd  my  mind- 
Thro'  all  his  works  abroad, 

The  heart  benevolent  and  kind 
The  raoft  refembles  God^ 


EPISTLE 


(  2*3  ) 


EPISTLE 


T  O 


D         A         V        I         E, 


BROTHER     POET. 

January- 


VV  HILE  winds  frae  off  Ben-Lomond  blaw, 
And  bar  the  doors  wi'  driving  fnaw, 

And  hing  us  owre  the  ingle, 
I  fet  me  down,  to  pafs  the  time, 

And 


(     «4     ) 

And  fpin  a  verfe  or  twa  o'  rhyme, 
In  namely,  weftlin  jingle. 

While  trolly  winds  blaw  in  the'drift, 

Ben  to  the  chimla  lug, 
I  grudge  a  wee  the  Great-folk's  gift, 
That  live  fae  bien  an'  fnug  : 
I  tent  lefs,  and  want  lefs 
Their  roomy  fire-fide ; 
But  hanker,  and  canker, 
To  fee  their  curfed  pride. 


II. 


It's  hardly  in  a  body's  pow'r, 

To  keep,  at  times,  frae  being  four, 

To  fee  how  things  are  Ihar'd  ; 
How  beft  o'  chiels  are  whyles  in  want, 
While  Coofs  on  countlefs  thoufands  rant, 

And  ken  na  how  to  wair't : 

But 


(    *3    ) 

But  Davie,  lad,  ne'er  fafli  your  head, 

Tho'  we  hae  little  gear, 
We're  fit  to  win  our  daily  bread, 
As  lang's  we're  hale  and  fier : 
'  Mair  fpier  na,  nor  fear  na*  *, 

Auld  age  ne'er  mind  a  £eg; 
The  laft  o't,  the  ward  o't, 
Is  only  but  to  beg. 

in, 

To  lie  in  kilns  and  barns  at  e'en, 

When  banes  are  craz'd,  and  bluid  is  thin, 

Is,  doubtlefs,  great  diftrefs  ! 
Yet  then  content  could  make  us  bleft ; 
Ev'n  then,  fometimes  we'd  fnatch  a  tafte 

Of  trueft  happinefs. 

The 

J  Ramfay. 
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The  honefl  heart  that's  free  frae  a' 

Intended  fraud  or  guile, 
However  Fortune  kick  the  ba', 
Has  ay  fome  caufe  to  fmile  , 
And  mind  Hill,  you'll  find  ftill, 

A  comfort  this  nae  fma' ; 
Nae  mair  then,  we'll  care  then, 
Nae  farther  we  can'  fa'. 

IV. 

What  tho',  Hke  Commoners  of  air, 
We  wander  out,  we  know  not  where, 

But  either  houfe  or  haT  ? 
Yet  Nature's  charms,  the  hills  and  woods^ 
The  fweeping  vales,  and  foaming  floods, 

Are  free  alike  to  all. 
In -days  when  Dailies  deck  the  ground, 

And  Blackbirds  whiftle  clear, 

With 


(       2*7       ) 

With  honeft  joy  our  hearts  will  bound.. 
To  fee  the  coming  year : 

On  braes  when  we  pleafe,  then, 

We'll  fit  and  fowth  a  tune  ; 
Syne  rhyme  thTt,  well  time  thTt, 
And  fing't  when  we  hae  done. 


V. 


It's  no  in  titles  nor  in  rank  ; 

It's  no  in  wealth  like  Lon'on  Bank, 

To  purchafe  peace  and  reft  ; 
It's  no  in  makin  muckle,  mair : 
It's  no  in  books ;  it's  no  in  lear, 

To  make  us  truly  bleft : 
If  Happinefs  hae  not  her  feat 

And  centre  in  the  breaft, 
We  may  be  wife,  or  rich,  or  great, 

But  never  can  be  bleft  : 

Vol.  I.  K  Nae 
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Nae  treafures,  nor  pleafures, 

Could  make  us  happy  lang  ; 
The  heart  ay's  the  part  ay, 

That  makes  us  right  or  vvrang. 

VI. 

Think  ye,  that  fie  as  you  and  I, 

Wha  drudge  and  drive  thro'  wet  and  dry, 

IVi'  never-ceafing  toil ; 
Think  ve,  are  we  lefs  bleft  than  thev, 
Wha  fcarcely  tent  us  in  their  way, 

As  hardly  worth  their  while  ? 
Alas !  how  aft,  in  haughty  mood, 

God's  creatures  they  opprefs  ! 
Or  elfe,  neglecting  a'  that's  guid, 
They  riot  in  excefs ! 

Baith  carelefs,  and  fearlefs, 

Of  either  Heaven  or  Hell  \ 
Efteeming,  and  deeming 
It  a'  an  idle  tale  ! 

VII, 


(     2i9     ) 

VII. 

Then  let  us  chearfu'  acquiefce ; 
Nor  make  our  fcanty  Pleafures  lefs, 

By  pining  at  our  ftate  : 
And,  even  mould  Misfortunes  come, 
I,  here  wha  lit,  hae  met  wi'  fome, 

An's  thankfu'  for  them  yet. 
They  gie  the  wit  of  Age  to  Youth ; 

They  let  us  ken  ourfel ; 
They  make  us  fee  the  naked  truth, 

The  real  guid  and  ill. 
Tho'  lofles,  and  crofTes, 
Be  leiTons  right  fevere, 

There's  wit  there,  ye'll  get  there, 

Ye'll  find  nae  other  where. 

K  2  VIII. 


(       220      ) 


VIIL 

But  tent  me,  Davie,  Ace  o'  Hearts ! 
(To  fay  aught  lefs  wad  wrang  the  cartes, 

And  flatt'ry  I  detefl) 
This  life  has  joys  for  you  and  I ; 
And  joys  that  riches  ne'er  could  buy ; 

And  joys  the  very  belt. 
There's  a'  the  P leaf u res  d*  the  Heart, 

The  Lover  an'  the  Frien' ; 
Ye  hae  your  Meg,  your  dearefl  part, 
And  I  my  darling  Jean  f 
It  warms  me,  it  charms  me, 

To  mention  but  her  name : 
It  heats  me,  it  beets  me, 
And  fets  me  a'  on  flame  I 


IX. 


(   "I   ) 


IX. 

O,  all  ye  Pow'rs  who  rule  above  I 
O  Thou,  whofe  very  felf  art  love  ! 
Thou  know'ft  my  words  fincere  ! 
The  life-blood  ftreaming  thro'  my  heart, 
Or  my  more  dear  Immortal  part, 

Is  not  more  fondly  dear ! 
When  heart-corroding  care  and  grie-f 

Deprive  my  foul  of  reft, 
Her  dear  idea  brings  relief, 
And  folace  to  my  breaft. 
Thou  Being,  All-feeing, 

O  hear  my  fervent  pray'r  f 
Still  take  her,  and  make  her 
Thy  moft  peculiar  care  \ 

K3  X. 
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X. 


All  hail !  ye  tender  feelings  dear  ! 
The  fmile  of  love,  the  friendly  tear, 

The  fympathetic  glow ; 
Long  fince,  this  world's  thorny  ways 
Had  number'd  out  my  weary  days, 

Had  it  not  been  for  you  ! 
Fate  Hill  has  bleft  me  with  a  friend, 

In  ev'ry  care  and  ill ; 
And  oft  a  more  endearing  band, 
A  tie  more  tender  Hill. 
It  lightens,  it  brightens, 

The  tenebrific  fcene, 
To  meet  with,  and  greet  with 
My  Davie,  or  my  Jean  ! 


XI. 


(     *>3     ) 


XI. 


O,  how  that  name  infpires  my  ftyle  ! 
The  words  come  fkelpin,  rank  and  file, 

Amaift  before  I  ken  ! 
The  ready  meafure  rins  as  fine, 
As  Phoebus  and  the  famous  Nine 

Were  glowrin  owre  my  pen. 
My  fpaviet  Pegafus  will  limp, 

Till  ance  he's  fairly  het ; 
And  then  he'll  hilch,  and  flilt,  and  jimp, 
-And  rin  an  unco  fit  : 

But  leaf!  then,  the  beafl  then, 

Should  rue  this  hafty  ride, 
I'll  light  now,  and  dight  now 
His  fweatv,  wizen'd  hide. 

K  4  THE 
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THE 

LAMENT. 

OCCASIONED  BY  THE 

UNFORTUNATE     ISSUE 

OF    A 

FRIEND'S    AMOUR. 


Alas  !  how  oft  does  Goodnefs  wound  it/elf ! 
Andfweet  Affe&ion  prove  the  fpring  of  Woe* 

Home. 


I. 

vJ  Thou  pale  Orb,  that  filent  fhines, 
While  care-untroubled  mortals  fleep  ! 
Thou  feeft  a  wretch  that  inly  pines, 
And  wanders  here  to  wail  and  weep  I 

With 
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With  Woe  I  nightly  vigils  keep, 

Beneath  thy  wan,  unwarming  beam  ^ 

And  mourn,  in  lamentation  deep, 
How  life  and  love  are  all  a  dream  I 


II. 


I  joylefs  view  thy  rays  adorn 

The  faintly-marked,  diftant  hill  r 
I  joylefs  view  thy  trembling  horn,. 

Reflected  in  the  gurgling  rill. 
My  fondly-fluttering  heart,  be  ftill  I 

Thou  bufy  pow'r,  Remembrance,  ceafe  t 
Ah !  mufl  the  agonizing  thrill 

For  ever  bar  returning  Peace  I 


III. 


No  idly-feign'd,  poetic  pain?, 

My  fad.  love-lorn  lamcntings  claim  j 

K.  5  K# 


* 
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No fhepherd's  pipe — Arcadian  ftrains; 

No  fabled  tortures,  quaint  and  tame  : 
The  plighted  faith  ;  the  mutual  flame  : 

The  oft-attcfted  Pow'rs  above  ; 
The  promised  Father's  tender  name  ; 

Thefe  were  the  pledges  of  my  love  * 

IV. 

Encircled  in  her  clafping  arms, 

How  have  the  raptur'd  moments  flown  ! 
How  have  I  wim'd  for  Fortune's  charms, 

For  her  dear  fake,  and  her's  alone ! 
A  ad,  muft  I  think  it !  is  fhe  gone, 

My  fecret  heart's  exulting  boaft? 
And  does  fhe  heedlefs  hear  my  groan  : 

And  is  fhe  ever,  ever  loft  ? 

V. 

Oh  !   can  flie  bear  fo  bafe  a  heart, 
So  loft  to  Honor,  loft  to  Truth, 


As 
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As  from  the  fondeft  lover  part, 

The  plighted  huiband  of  her  youth  I 

Alas  !  Life's  path  may  be  unfmooth  ! 
Her  way  may  lie  thro'  rough  diftrefs ! 

Then,  who  her  pangs  and  pains  will  foothe. 
Her  forrows  ill  are  and  make  them  lefs  ? 

VL 

Ye  winged  Hours  that  o'er  us  pail, 

Enraptur'd  more,  the  more  enjoy'd, 
Your  dear  remembrance  in  my  breaft, 

My  fondly- treafurd  thoughts  employ'd. 
That  breaft,  how  dreary  now,  and  void, 

For  her  too  fcanty  once  of  room  ! 
'ILv'n  ev'ry  ray  of  hope  deftroy'd, 

And  not  a  Wijh  to  gild  the  gloom ! 

VII. 

The  morn  that  warns  th'  approaching  day, 
Awakes  me  up  to  toil  and  woe : 

K6  I 
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I  fee  the  hours,  in  long  array, 

That  I  muft  furTer,  lingering,  flow, 

Full  many  a  pang,  and  many  a  throe, 
Keen  Recollection's  direful  train, 

Muft  wring  my  foul,  ere  Phcebus,  low. 
Shall  kifs  the  diftant,  weftern  main. 

VIII. 

And  when  my  nightly  couch  I  try, 

Sore-harafs'd  out,  with  care  and  grief, 
My  toil-beat  nerves,  and  tear-won  eye, 

Keep  watchings  with  the  nightly  thief: 
Or  if  I  ilumber,  Fancy,  chief, 

Reigns,  haggard-wild,  in  fore  affright : 
Ev'n  day,  all-bitter,  brings  relief, 

From  fuch  a  horror-breathing  night* 

IX. 

O  !  thou  bright  Queen,  who,  o'er  th'  expanfe, 
Now  higheft  reign'ft,  with  boundlefs  fway  I 

Oft 
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Oft  has  thy  filent-marking  glance 
Obferv'd  us,  fondly-wand'ring,  ftray  I 

The  time,  unheeded,  fped  away, 

While  Love's  luxurious  pulfe  beat  highv 

Beneath  thy  filver-gleaming  ray, 
To  mark  the  mutual-kindling  eye, 


X. 


Oh  \  fcenes  in  ftrong  remembrance  fet  I 

Scenes,  never,  never  to  return  ! 
Scences,  if  in  ftupor  I  forget, 

Again  I  feel,  again  I  burn  ! 
From  ev'ry  joy  and  pleafure  torn, 

Life's  weary  vale  I'll  wander  thro' ; 
And  hopelefs,  comfortlefs,  I'll  mourn 

A  fait-hlefs  woman's  broken  vow. 


DESPONDENCY. 
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DESPONDENCY. 


A  N 


0         D 


I. 

V/ppriss'd  with  grief,  opprefVd  with  care, 
A  burden  more  than  I  can  bear, 
I  fet  me  down  and  figh  : 

O 


(  *l\  ) 

O  Life  !  thou  art  a  galling  load, 
Along  a  rough,  a  weary  road, 

To  wretches  fuch  as  I ! 
Dim-backward  as  I  call  my  view, 

What  fick'ning  Scenes  appear  ! 
What  Sorrows  yet  may  pierce  me  thror, 

'00  juftly  I  may  fear ! 
Stfll  caring,  defpairing, 

Mull  be  my  bitter  doom  ; 
My  woes  here  fliall  clofe  ne'er,. 

But  with  the  doling  tomb  L 


ir. 


Happy  !  ye  fons  of  Bufy-life, 
Who,  equal  to  the  buttling  ftrife, 

No  other  view  regard  ! 
Ev'n  when  the  wiihed  end's  deny'd, 
Yet  while  the  bufy  means  are  ply'd, 

They  bring  their  own  reward  : 

WhiUl 


(   *3*  ) 

Whilft  I,  a  hope-abandon'd  wighty 

Unfitted  with  an  dim, 
Meet  ev'ry  fad  returning  night, 
And  joylefs  morn  the  fame. 
You,  buflling  and  juftling, 

Forget  each  grief  and  pain  ; 
I,  liftlefs,  yet  reftlefs, 
Find  ev'ry  profpect  vain* 

III. 

How  bleft  the  Solitary's  lot, 
Who,  all-forgetting,  all-forgot, 

Within  his  humble  cell, 
The  cavern  wild  with  tangling  roots, 
Sits  o'er  his  newly-gather'd  fruits, 

Befide  his  cryftal  well ! 
Or  haply,  to  his  ev'ning  thought, 

By  unfrequented  ftream, 


The- 


(    *33     ) 

The  ways  of  men  are  diftant  brought, 
A  faint-colledled  dream : 
While  prailing,  and  raifing 

His  thoughts  to  Heaven  on  high, 
As  wand'ring,  meandering, 
He  views  the  folemn  fky. 

IV. 

Than  I,  no  lonely  Hermit  placM 
Where  never  human  footftep  trac'd, 

Lefs  fit  to  play  the  part. 
The  lucky  moment  to  improve, 
And  jujl  to  flop,  an&ju/l  to  move, 

With  felf-refpecting  art : 
But  ah  !  thofe  pleafures,  Loves  and  Joys^ 

Which  I  too  keenly  tafte, 
The  Solitary  can  defpife, 

Can  want,  and  yet  be  bleft  ! 

He 


(     234    ) 

He  needs  not,  he  heeds  not, 

Or  human  love  or  hate  ; 

Whilfl  I  here,  mull  cry  here, 

At  perfidy  ingrate  ! 

V. 

Oh  !  enviable,  early  days, 

When  dancing  thoughtlefs  Pleafure's  maze. 

To  Care,  to  Guilt  unknown  ! 
How  ill  exchanged  for  riper  times, 
To  feel  the  follies,  or  the  crimes, 

Of  others,  or  my  own  ! 
Ye  tiny  elves  that  guiltlefs  fport, 

Like  linnets  in  the  bufh, 
Ye  little  know  the  ills  ye  court, 
When  Manhood  is  your  wifh ! 
The  lofTes,  the  croffes, 

That  adlive  man  engage  ? 
The  fears  all,  the  tears  all, 
Of  dim  declining  *Age  I 

WINTER, 


(    *35     ) 


WINTER. 


DIRGE. 


I. 

1HE  Wintry  Weft  extends  his  blaft, 
And  hail  and  rain  does  blaw ; 
Or,  the  flormy  North  fends  driving  forth 
The  blinding  fleet  and  fnaw  : 

While, 


(  n6  ) 

While,  tumbling  brown,  the  Burn  comes  down, 

And  roars  frae  bank  to  brae  ; 
And  bird  and  beafl  in  covert  reft, 

And  pafs  the  heartlefs  day. 

II. 

H  The  fweeeping  blafl  the  iky  o'ercaft*,5> 

The  joylefs  Winter-day, 
Let  others  fear,  to  me  more  dear 

Than  all  the  pride  of  May  : 
The  TempefVs  howl,  it  fooths  my  foul. 

My  griefs  it  feems  to  join  ; 
The  leaflefs  trees  my  fancy  pleafe, 

Their  fate  refembles  mine  I 

in. 

Thou  Ponsfr  Supre?ne,  whofe  mighty  fcheme 
Thefe  woes  of  mine  fulfil, 

Herer 

*  Dr.  Young. 


(    *37    ) 

Here,  firm,  I  reft  they  viujl  be  beft, 
Becaufe  they  are  TbyWill  ! 

Then  all  1  want  (Oh,  do  thou  grant 
This  one  requeft  of  mine  !) 

Since  to  enjoy  Thou  doft  deny, 
Affift  me  to  rejig n  ! 


END   OF   VOL.    FIRST. 
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